He case 
the oecd to kill... 


Chapter One 


Times had changed. No one at school cared much about the social 
conventions. But Dana did. She was a cheerleader to her bones, from 
her pleated kilt to her Maidenform bra straps, and she cheered—as 
any girl should (as every girl used to, her grandmother once told her) 
—for anything that moved the ball Dana's ball, in Dana's hazy but 
predictable game plan. She wasn't sure whether John Corcoran, Jr., 
the quarterback of the hour, would move the ball or not. He could 
move the ball... 

There was more than half a moon, glowing deep yellow in the crisp 
unobstructed sky; but Dana didn't notice it. She noticed Harley 
Shevlin's Pontiac parked nearby on the grass; she noticed the muted 
light switched on inside and she wondered what the problem was. 
Jane Hammer, a truly unimpressive catch of a girl, sat up in the back 
seat of the Pontiac and began shouting something, but the Pontiac 
windows were rolled up tight. Dana couldn't make sense out of the 
shrill bursts of sound which made their way through the steel and 
glass, into the night, to mingle with the lapping water, the rustling 
ducks, and the kicking crickets (none of which Dana noticed). 

Parked beyond Harley's Pontiac, right at the edge of the lake, there 
was an old gray van, streaked with rust; Dana didn't recognize it; the 
front seats were empty. A duck quacked. Dana noticed the van dip 
slightly and spring back on its shocks; she wondered who was inside 
and what they were doing; well, she wondered who was inside. Then 
what had been numbness suddenly erupted in a searing electric 
surge which coursed down through her thighs and up into her eye 
sockets. 

"Hey. What's the matter now?" John asked. 

Dana was momentarily flustered, startled back into the idea of 
conversation, back into the idea of sex with John, back into John's 
Lincoln convertible, parked on the grass by Lake Bananasquonset. 
"Nothing," she said quickly, but her hand was already clutched to her 
sweater, cloistering her chafed and throbbing right nipple. "I guess 
I'm just getting a little sore." 


John's strong, tense body burst into fluid motion. "Well, we can fix 
that!" His left arm again encircled her shoulders, his mouth fell 
undulating onto her lips, and his right hand nimbly pinched her 
sweater, precisely in the vicinity of her left nipple, and began to 
monotonously knead. 

Dana thought about graduation. In a week it would be over; no 
more school. And then what would she do? Last Christmas she had 
gone to Acapulco with John and his family (John's father was very 
rich). John's mother had mentioned giving him a trip around the 
world as a graduation present; in fact, she had mentioned it twice— 
once saying, "You and a friend," while she was smiling right at Dana. 
But John hadn't mentioned it all semester; not to Dana, anyway. 
Dana didn't really know for sure whether John was seeing any other 
girls. ... 

John snorted. "What is it now, Sweet Letter?" 

"Why must you keep asking me that?" She looked into his eyes, 
and they were not dominated by her irritation; damn. 

John took his arms back and folded them across his chest. He slid 
along the back seat, away from Dana. He sat motionless, staring 
straight ahead, really pouring it on. "No reason at all," he said. Then 
he lurched forward, startling Dana, bending down over the front seat 
toward the dashboard, igniting the Christmas glow of the radio. 

"Need a night mama for a dawn squeeze. Need a night mama to 
share my disease. Night Mama, can you feel my teeth?" Mick Pretty 
and the Undertones asked the musical question. 

Next door in the Pontiac, behind the misted windows, Harley 
Shevlin popped up and crawled into his front seat, his shirttails 
brushing against his naked knees. Jane Hammer, now shouting 
again, hurled his pants after him. Harley jabbed at the passenger 
light and it went out, darkening the interior. Dana finally noticed the 
moon. "Do we have any beer left?" she asked. 

John reached down into the small cooler at his feet and came up 
with a Heineken, glowing deep green in his moonlit hand. He edged 
back toward her as he opened the bottle, pecking her on the cheek as 
he handed it over. "Catch," he said. 


"But you took my heart and you tore it apart and you sent it back 
in pieces! (In pieces!) IN PIECES!" 

John reached over the seat again and flicked the radio off. As he 
strained forward Dana glimpsed the dimple of his ass peeking over 
the top of his chinos. She put the chilled bottle to her mouth and 
tilted her head back into the soft upholstery. She loved John; why 
was she wasting their time? 

"Give me a kiss," he demanded. He had dropped back to her side 
and hovered above her, poised. 

Dana loved John; she loved Heineken. She arched her back and 
plunged upward into his lips, pushing her palms into the spongy seat 
as she strained to maintain the hot pressure, savoring the mucous 
bond of their mouths. Then she thought about graduation; where 
would that leave her? John would return to his ancestral home in 
Louisville, Kentucky, to race bluegrass-thoroughbreds and to become 
the final "S" in Corcoran and Sons ("Distillers of Fine Spirits for Over 
Fifteen Years"). And Dana would become ... a pumpkin. Dana had 
never given it much thought and her parents, damn their tawdry 
middle-class lives, had never given it any thought at all. Dana didn't 
want to become anything; she just wanted to keep cheerleading, 
dating popular boys (or rich ones) and living in the Smégma Magnus 
sorority. She just wanted to keep being Dana Stewart, without 
significant change, indefinitely; well, she wasn't committed to the 
"Stewart. ..." And she loved horses. 

"Try to bring you up, but you get tough and I just take you down," 
John was singing softly to himself. He was leaning back rigidly, his 
arms again crossed over his chest. 

Dana snapped to and grasped at John's arm, choked with remorse 
as she realized that she wasn't doing herself any good. "I'm sorry, 
Johnnie. I just can't... couldn't we find a more private spot?" 

Harley was the one shouting now; his muffled curses and insults 
rumbled out from the shrouded Pontiac. In the distance, the van was 
gently bouncing; the shocks moaned once or twice. 

"Making sauce by the lake is a school tradition. Who's gonna 
bother us? The campus cops take one look at our parking sticker and 
move their tails; they'd rather have us growing up on campus than 


out on some deserted country road where we could be mowed down 
by drag racers." 

Dana shrugged weakly. Her nipples were cooling off; gradually, 
they ceased aching (actively). 

"I don't know. It used to be you could always catch a pass, Dana, 
but I don't know. Lately it always seems like you've got all these 
moods and stuff. I mean, Jeez, Dana, you love it here! Feeding all the 
ducks and stuff. That's why we come here." 

"Somehow it doesn't seem quite right tonight. I'm sorry." 

"Now all of a sudden you can't relax unless I shell out twenty bucks 
to that snot-nosed little desk clerk at the Happy Traveller. Well if I 
had the Jackson, Dana, I wouldn't have got the three six-packs. How 
do you like that? You crazy..." John leaned forward to turn the music 
back on, but Dana intercepted him. 

She wrapped her arms around him and powered him back down 
into the seat. "Don't, Johnnie. I'm here. See?” Dana pressed him 
down, gently rotating her head as she brushed his cheek with her 
damp lips. She began unbuttoning his shimmering Dacron shirt, 
nuzzling amidst the familiar, reassuring bristles of his chest. John 
reclined, limp, melted under her probing fingers, groaning 
encouragement. "Poor baby, didn't get your check from home?" 

Dana tongued the nape of his neck and John's lower lip pouted 
out; his eyes were closed, sensually engrossed. "No. It's more than a 
week late. I just don't understand that bastard!" 

"You shouldn't say things like that about your parents. They're so 
nice." 

"Yeah, well your check isn't two weeks late! Oooh!" John subsided 
into desperate whimpers, pressing Dana's face against his chest. 

Harley stopped ranting and the Pontiac fell silent, leaving only the 
crickets, the ducks, John's gurgles, and thoughts of graduation. 

"Shyouch! That was me!" 

Dana languidly pried her teeth apart, releasing John's bleeding 
nipple; she sucked down the droplets and covered him with saliva, 
making nice again with her tongue. John unzipped his fly; she heard 
it. "Oh, John, couldn't we go somewhere else?" Peering over at 
Harley's Pontiac, Dana was almost certain she could see Harley's 


leering face pressed against the misted driver's window, staring at 
her private business. 

"What's all this bull about this place and that place? I've got every 
place in the world you want to go, right here.” He took her hands. 

Suddenly Dana was sure she could make out Jane Hammer's face 
gaping out the turbid rear window of the Pontiac. Dana wasn't 
embarrassed about sex, but sometimes she was embarrassed about 
John Corcoran, Jr. In the distance, she thought she caught the glint 
of a pair of binoculars (maybe two) reflected in the moonlight from 
inside the gray van. She retreated to her neutral corner. 

John sighed and opened his eyes to glare at her. 

"Could we at least put the top up? I'm getting a little cold." Dana 
brushed his knee with her calf and took a swig from her Heineken. 

"Now you're cold like the moss on my tombstone!" John sang as he 
leaned once more into the front seat, turning the ignition key to 
ACCESSORY. "The day I say no to you, Baby, is the day I march into 
the head doctor." 

John was sweet; but sometimes he seemed so boring: did she 
really even want to marry him? Yes, probably. 

The skeleton fingers of the convertible top emerged from the trunk 
with an electronic whir, flexing high into the night, unfolding the taut 
canvas. 

Suddenly there was a screeching roar and the lakeside was 
overwhelmed in the glare of brights. Harley's Pontiac swerved 
recklessly in reverse, almost crashing into the gray van; then it jerked 
into drive and careened off along the shore road, heading back 
toward the dorms. The squeal of the tires faded into the convulsing 
hums of the black canvas folding over Dana and John. John plucked 
the bottle from Dana's hand and sipped at the last few drops of beer. 

"Guess old Harley will be pulling his pud tonight." 

Dana was relieved to see the Pontiac go. In the distance, the moon 
glinted off the rear-view mirror of the dingy van. There were no 
binoculars; the cab was empty. The van was creaking rhythmically. 
Dana smiled. "Whose van is that over there?" 

The accessory motor grinded to a halt. John, still bent across the 
front seat, was struggling to fasten the two hooks that would secure 


the steel-stretched canvas top to the windshield; the left hook was 
always an ordeal. John groaned as it refused to catch; Dana found it 
adorable. 

She reached around him, grasping his thighs, pressing her cheek 
feverishly against his. She heard the hook catch. 

John bent further and pressed one final button. The driver's 
window purred and glided up, securely into place. John sighed, 
falling back into Dana's arms. The passenger's window whirred up, 
catching the moonlight. John reached out and unerringly penetrated 
the defenses of her millimeters of mohair and Maidenform, 
encircling and agitating her still inflamed (surprise) right nipple. 
Why? The left rear window slid into place. 

"Who's van is that over there?" The right rear window purred 
easily into its rubber groove, sealing Dana into her chosen fate. 

"How do I know? Charley Edwards's, I think. Sure, that's Donna 
Horwich's bounce; I'd recognize it anywhere." John's free fingers, the 
ones that weren't persecuting Dana's breast, suddenly brushed, 
delicately, one at a time, the inside of her thigh, deep under her kilt, 
near the top of her stocking. 

Dana thought about graduation. "I love you," she whispered. 

John's hands froze, just for an instant. Then he smiled and moved 
in to kiss her, exhaling sharply; his fingers drifted away from Dana's 
more private parts. 

Dana met his lips with gusto (calculated abandon); it was a long 
but tongueless kiss. "Do you love me?" she asked at length. 

"Well, I'm here with you, doing this, right?" 

"Well, you just as much as told me that you've done this with 
Donna Horwich, so..." 

"I was only kidding! Jeez, Dana. You really think I'd go and do 
something with Donna Horwich and then just tell you about it?" 

"Then why did you say, 'I recognize Donna's bounce’? What made 
you think of Donna?" 

"Well because she goes around with Charley Edwards, you dumb 
girl! Jeez." 

"Used to." 


"Yeah; I forgot. Okay, give me a hard time on that one, then, Dana! 
You're so moody!" John folded his arms across his soggy, hairy, only 
slightly bleeding chest. 

Dana sensed a quarterback sneak; she slipped a puffy pink hand 
over one of John's and twined their fingers together. "I don't want to 
give you a hard time about anything, Johnnie." 

He crooked his fingers, supplying a gentle pressure which went 
straight to Dana's spinal cord; she was out of plays. Then a shadow 
flickered across the moonlight outside, behind John's head. John 
gracefully stretched his body the breadth of the car, lying on his back 
with a leg upraised; he maneuvered his leg between Dana and the 
upholstery, peeling her off of the car and applying her to his torso. 

"What was that?" she wondered, half-closing her eyes, luxuriating 
in the warmth of his hands encircling her waist under her sweater, 
gliding easily upward to nestle in the rubber grooves of her 
Maidenform. 

"It was me, breathing in your ear." 

"No. Really. That shadow. It must be the campus police." 

"No foot patrols at this hour. It must be Bigfoot. He lives in the 
foothills somewheres, but he comes down to Hancock every once in a 
while looking for young virgin coed maidens to eat. And that sucker 
is hungry, let me tell you; that's what makes him so mean. I've been 
here four years and he hasn't had one meal the whole time. Ha! Now 
kiss me, you fool!" 

It wasn't a new joke, and it wasn't so funny even when it was a new 
joke, but Dana laughed and met John's lips with salivating gusto 
(reckless abandon—but it couldn't hurt). Dana noticed John's 
tongue; she noticed his hands awkward inappropriate strokes and 
pressures in all the wrong places at all the wrong times, but they 
were well-intentioned hands, striving to return some fraction of the 
pleasure she knew she was bombarding him with every time she 
moved. She noticed John's endearingly pathetic-sounding whimpers 
and grunts; she was almost overcome. The car moved. 

It bounced just a shade more than it ought have, even if they'd 
been racing downfield at full tilt. "Did you feel that, Johnnie?" 

"Oooooh, God." 


Dana zipped his fly. "The car just bounced. Somebody's out there." 

"Oh, no. What night is it? It isn't Saturday?" 

Dana knew she had taken a French exam earlier that day. "No, I 
don't think so." 

"Saturday, all the seniors on the defensive line are coming down 
here to turn all the cars parked by the water on their side, as a sort of 
parting fart-in-the-face to old Hancock." John rapped hard twice on 
the window behind his head and cleared his throat before bellowing, 
"Cut it out, you morons! This is your captain speaking!" 

"It's not Saturday." 

Another jostling bounce rippled the car. 

"I need new shock absorbers, but those guys are going to need new 
assholes when I get through with kicking their old ones in." John 
placed Dana to one side and raised himself off the velour. 

"Why can't we just drive somewhere else?" 

"'Cause I ain't gonna give them a funny story to tell." 

John took a deep breath and pressed the button of the door handle 
with his thumb; it didn't respond. "Aw, damn!" In his fumblings up 
front, John had accidentally hit the switch which automatically 
locked all the doors. 

Dana circled his chin with her fingers. "That's boring, John. You 
know what?" 

"What?" 

"I have twenty bucks. Take me to the Happy Traveller and neither 
of us will be bored." She delicately buttoned a button of his shirt. It 
would be nice to have John defend her, but it would alienate Chad 
Ames (her backup receiver) when he heard about it; besides, it would 
be humiliating if John were brutalized by his own drunken defensive 
line (it had been a losing season for Hancock—seventy-three 
interceptions). 

"All right. You convinced me,” John gasped, breathing heavily. He 
pressed his index finger firmly into her belly button and sucked her 
upper lip and most of her front teeth into his mouth. 

Dana buttoned another of his buttons as she struggled to keep 
some portion of her mouth in the open air. She grabbed hold of some 
stubble on his lower lip with her lower incisors, holding on for sweet 


mercy. She giggled and groaned in one breath. The car took a mighty 
bounce as someone jumped up onto the trunk. "Let's go," she urged, 
pulling back to look into the cooler. 

"We could buy some more beer with that Jackson." 

"John," 

"Just fooling, Honey! Come on now, no moods!" John buried his 
head in her mohair, making it wet. 

Dana listened anxiously to the clumsy tapdance going on behind 
her on the trunk. She knew John was stalling for time, hoping the 
pranksters would promote an unavoidable fight. Those romantic 
young boys... In front of her, pressed against the windshield, Dana 
saw a huge oval face hanging down off the roof; she sighed, accepting 
the situation. 

John prodded his nose into Dana's woolly cleavage and inhaled 
deeply. He raised his head smiling and inhaled further, wiping his 
nose blissfully. "Okay. The Happy Traveller." He turned to crawl into 
the front seat. He hadn't understood her sigh properly, but she was 
right to sigh. "Okay, Brewser! I'm sorry, Dana, but it's time to plow!" 
John flung himself over double, stretching toward the driver's door 
to inactivate the locks. 

Suddenly there was a ripping sound as the canvas tore just above 
John's back. A good seven inches of silver blade stabbed into the 
Lincoln, slashing toward the window. Dana stared at it for over a 
second before she shrieked, "Johnnie, left!" 

John dove to his left into the front seat with instinctive, 
competitive speed, avoiding the knife tip before he saw it (the best 
time). He looked up and he saw it and Dana could tell it made him 
mad; he was furious. The razor edge sliced and dulled into the steel 
top frame and the blade was withdrawn. A body shuddered on the 
roof and the Lincoln became silent, except for the crickets kicking 
and humping in the surrounding woods. There was no breathing 
anywhere. The rabid, insane mask of rage dissolved from John's face, 
leaving only stealth and terror. 

Dana exhaled; her field of vision was clouded by green and glowing 
spheres palpitating in the murky darkness, but she was relieved to 
see that titanic look flicker from his eyes. She pressed herself into the 


velveteen cushions, inhaling slowly and quietly. Dana was thinking 
about graduation; how nice it would be. 

John reached across the front seat to the steering wheel; from his 
position, sitting in the passenger's foot space, he grabbed the ignition 
key and turned it. Dana's lungs, full to bursting, took in another 
measure of oxygen. The car didn't start. It never did. Dana exhaled in 
misery as a little bell began to ring at intervals, just like in the 
Nieman-Marcus in Dallas ("Third Floor, Toiletries, Lingerie..."), and 
the dashboard radiated a totalitarian SEAT BELT admonishment. 
John grabbed for the strands of the seat belt and pulled them toward 
him with all his might (he ripped them out); the engine started. 

The blade slashed a perpendicular seam into the canvas, tearing 
down and back toward Dana; eleven inches to the curving hilt, it was 
a thin blade, gouged where it had met the steel—that's what Dana 
noticed as a huge grimy fist jerked the silver upward toward her 
Maidenform. The tip caught wildly in the driver's head rest; a 
bulging forearm, hairless and tattooed, convulsed away from Dana, 
toward the windshield, only to return the blade full force, ripping it 
into the guts of John's expensive upholstery. 

John wrenched the Lincoln into gear with one hand while he threw 
his weight onto his other hand, pressing down on the gas peddle. The 
car lurched forward, splashing into the lake; John rammed the shift 
wildly up into another position (any position). The gears choked and 
ground; the wheels spun into blaring reverse; John made his move. 
He sprang up and, like the good fullback he probably should have 
been, threw a perfectly centered block at the sagging bulge in the 
canvas; but it was John's shoulder that gave and he fell down onto 
the front seat groaning, stunned. The glimmering forearm pulled at 
its blade and drew it up toward the windshield, readying for a 
downward death stroke. 

Blood beaded to the surface in Dana's throat as she shrieked, 
hurtling forward with her arms outstretched to try and intercept the 
thick, throbbing wrist, shining silver and pink and blue and red—and 
gold, Dana noticed—he wore a wedding band. 

Dana's window splintered at the impact of the convertible swiping 
cleanly into a tree at thirty miles per hour. Dana was jolted forward, 


bloodying her nose against the headrest—breaking her nose. God! 
But the silver was gone. Dana peered around and noticed a giant in a 
torn white T-shirt, prostrate and stunned on the hood of the car. 
"Drive!" she cried. "Drive, Johnnie!" She reached forward and 
grabbed his head, shaking it violently; John twitched. 

"Huh?" He sat bolt upright, staring ahead. "Oh. I guess so!" He 
shifted instantaneously into drive, sinking his foot to the floor. The 
engine revved and strained; soon it began to smoke, but the Lincoln 
was motionless. Through the cracked, hazy windshield, the 
behemoth rolled onto his side; his face was white, spectral, hairless, 
featureless, through the condensation. 

"Third, for God's sake, John! Third!" 

John wrenched the stick into third gear and the luxury limo 
exploded forward, hurling the white nightmare against the 
windshield and bouncing him with a massive thud onto the rocky 
dirt. 

Dana hyperventilated, wiping her streaming nose on her powder 
blue mohair sleeve. She felt no pain, but the break was causing her 
eyes to flood with tears. She clamped her hand around John's chest. 
"Blow the horn! Please, blow the horn!" The car was wobbling 
fiercely and losing speed. Dana noticed that they hadn't even made it 
to the paved shore drive. 

John pressed the horn, it blew; he pressed the gas, but the car was 
pounding to a stop, the rear axle twisted and mauled past rolling. He 
touched Dana's fingers at his neck and sighed. "Okay, Sweet Letter," 
he shouted over the horn's steady wail, "I guess I'll go find out what 
he wants." John pressed a button and his window began its fluid 
descent; but after about half an inch it jammed. 

Dana saw the eight bloated fingers pierce through the crack in the 
window, she noticed the whirls on the gargantuan thumbprints as 
they pressed against the glass. The knifeless hands flexed effortlessly 
downward, crumbling the window like a thin sheet of ice. Dana 
found herself pressing hard against the navy plush, down into the 
recesses of the back seat, far away from John Corcoran, Jr., whom 
she saw through a green throbbing veil of emotionless tears, staring 
out, up toward the moon. 


"May I help you?" John asked. He removed his hand from the 
steering wheel and the horn fell silent, leaving only the crickets and a 
night bird. One sweeping forearm lunged through the window and 
caught John unfalteringly beneath the chin. The thumb and index 
finger clenched and began to monotonously knead. John squeaked 
and rasped, trying to breathe, and then the forearm retracted like 
monkey with a peanut, yanking John's body through the gaping 
orifice to the sound of tinkling glass shards. 

Dana was silent. She pressed herself superhumanly into the back, 
into the corner, flattening the seat cushion against the frame of the 
car, crushing a beer bottle beneath her thighs. She noticed nothing. 
John's legs flopped, dangling outside the window inches from her 
head. 

He groaned. "I only wanted to make it,” he said. 

Crunch-pop, crunch-pop, crunch-pop, the canvas was repeatedly 
perforated above Dana's head (it didn't sound like a bowl of Rice 
Crispies). The silver point shimmered never more than an inch or 
two deep into the car. Thick, warm, salty blood, smelling like putrid 
beer began to drip and trickle down onto her face and sweater. Dana 
noticed that she felt secure and safe. Her sphincters deep-relaxed 
and she evacuated, noticing the steaming ocean of night pouring in 
through remnants of cloth. Stars. The black stream of blood began to 
torrent fitfully, each rush splashing as it landed, and Dana, liberated 
from her game plan, thought of the cheesecake she had passed up at 
dinner. 


KEK 


He remembered the roar; the crowds in the stands; the jeers; the 
colors; the humiliation; the pain. He remembered the bit between his 
teeth; the shocks; the jackets; the knives. He remembered the spit 
and the feces. He remembered money (he had twenty dollars). He 
forgot his name. He forgot language. He forgot his mother (just as 
well). He remembered how to drive. 


Chapter Two 


Carillon greeted the afternoon—lukewarm and breezy it was, late 
May supreme—with a peal that descended to middle C (Big Mother) 
and rolled into the verse of "I Want to Hold Your Hand." Carillon 
was an erotic, curvaceous network of bells set high in the lofty, 
precarious steeple of Harkness Tower, accessible by a tiny cast-iron 
spiral staircase at the center of the Tower, and if you were crazy or 
had some money on it, by a crumbling mortared stairway which 
climbed along the back wall, wherever the wall itself hadn't crumbled 
away. Some students were sure that the Tower had crumbled due to 
Carillon's persistent sonic blasts, but Carillon was only donated to 
Phelps College in 1969 and the top three floors of the Tower were 
already abandoned by then. Phelps swore they were going to 
refurbish the Tower; or tear it down and put Carillon in the cement 
gym (heaven help her); but they never did either, in living memory. 
Sitting on the fifth Tower landing, just below the steeple, was a 
young woman named Courtney Waites who knew all these things. 
She was doing her Paul McCartney imitation on Carillon's keyboard. 

Not exactly John Lennon but nonetheless along for the ride 
(chiming in on the "Hoo-hoo" parts) was an albino owl with a skin 
condition—very itchy mites. Courtney called the owl Clorox; the owl 
didn't care. He liked her anyway. He liked anyone who came into the 
Tower, and he was a friendly and personable owl despite his wicked 
mites. If more people had known about him he might have become 
the rage of the Phelps campus (it was a very dull campus), and lived a 
life of beloved notoriety until he was raped and murdered by a 
drunken hockey player some Saturday night; But as it was, only 
Courtney ever came up to the top of the Tower; Courtney and old 
Mister Wingate who was blind in one eye (and who died last spring). 
Courtney came to study and to play rock'n'roll on the bells, and to 
feed Clorox the cockroaches from her room (she certainly didn't want 
them). 

Clorox paced the floor of the landing, waiting for the song to finish 
so he could return to the steeple and get some shut-eye. Courtney 


peeled off the final flourish and slammed the keyboard shut; she 
scooped up her textbook and her notes and turned to face Clorox, 
who was already airborne. 

"Look at it this way, Bird. If I can keep all those catalysts and 
inhibitors straight for the next two hours and fifteen minutes, it will 
be Austen and Cather and you and me, kid, from there on out." 

Courtney had chosen Phelps College for herself, well, for a number 
of reasons. She liked the quiet, the rural seclusion but her main 
reason was Maralee Soames had chosen the Foothills as the place to 
write out her days, teaching eager, respectful disciples anything they 
could learn. Miss Soames was Courtney's favorite living poet. By the 
first snow of freshman year she was her greatest hero; by the second, 
she had died quietly in her sleep, leaving Courtney to face the Phelps 
science requirement without spiritual recompense. Courtney was a 
junior now, almost a matriculated senior, (she hoped—damn science 
requirement). 

One of Clorox's wing feathers left him as he fluttered up into the 
steeple, wafting in a repeated arc as it descended on the air currents 
which pierced the rotting Tower walls. Courtney watched as the 
feather floated past her, down past the third landing and into the 
distant bowels of the Tower; it was not an exceptional sight, but it 
was graceful, and awesome in it's tiny way, hypnotizing; the 
inanimate feather, totally without volition, soared and _ flurried, 
drifted and plummeted, eventually fell in response to a random 
combination of forces, invisible and dispassionate, but bent on down. 
Well, that was physics, she supposed; it certainly wasn't chemistry, 
and chemistry was the task at hand. 

Courtney loaded up her knapsack and walked along the railing at 
the edge of the landing till she came to an aluminum fire pole out in 
space, about two feet out over the Tower's open shaft. The pole 
extended from the one relatively solid steeple beam down the eighty 
feet, past all the landings, to the Tower floor. The pole had been 
installed by workmen during the boom period when Carillon had 
arrived; but no sooner had they erected a little scaffolding on the 
fourth landing (still there) than Equity Funding, Phelps's prize boom 
investment (and not just Phelps's—poor gambling Wall Street fools) 


plunged more than fifty points and almost went off the board in a 
single week. The workmen, no fools themselves, crumbled their 
Forbeses, grabbed their lunch buckets and slid down their aluminum 
fire pole, never to return. 

Courtney lifted her right leg over the railing and sat, toes hooked 
through the steel rail, staring out at the bird spattered chasm of walls 
and cobwebs, smelling the musty expanse above and below and every 
which way but in back of her. Knapsack in place, she clutched at her 
elbows, encircling the pole; freeing her feet, she fell forward for an 
instant before a not-so-random force jerked her down. 

She closed her eyes and felt unencumbered; she felt the jagged 
sunlight penetrating cracks to flit brilliantly across her face; she felt 
her breasts compress and heave upward in a rush toward the steeple; 
falling, she made it, everything made it. Then time reared its ugly 
head and she splatted into the pile of moldy mattresses at the base. 
On her way out the door she plucked up Clorox's stray feather and 
tucked it behind her ear. 

Outside, on Gloriosa Street, it was a beautiful day to stop studying 
chemistry forever. A steady stream of students was drifting, from as 
far as the eye could see, onto Parapsychology Drive toward Alchemy 
Hall—Chemistry 15-b, with Dr. Reynolds on the great stage, was 
popularly considered the least offensive way of beating the science 
requirement at Phelps (almost ex post facto, Courtney was convinced 
that there must have been some better way). 

She spotted two of her dumber friends, Janet and Elizabeth (hey, 
great), moving in her direction along the Drive; then also they were 
two of her only friends. Well, really they were more Lisa's friends. 
Lisa was Courtney's roommate, and she was somewhat dumb in her 
own way, too; not that it mattered. Everyone, almost everyone, at 
Phelps, at least all the nice people, seemed a little dumb to Courtney. 
Maybe it was Courtney. Anyway, Lisa was enchanting, a quality 
Courtney valued much higher than intelligence. Janet and Elizabeth 
were neither enchanting, nor even charming. 

"Hiya, Courtney!" Elizabeth's bracelets jangled as she waved 
overenthusiastically, as if she were greeting a three-year-old child. 
Maybe it was Courtney. "Heard you ringing your bells just now." 


Courtney smiled graciously. Should she say thank you? 

"Oh, hey!" Janet said, "Tomorrow is Gary's birthday; could you 
play us 'A Whole Lot of Love,' or something like that?" 

"Sure." 

"Really anything by Zeppelin would be great." 

"T'll remember." 

"Hey, great!" 

Gary was Janet's boyfriend, her steady. Janet had had more 
boyfriends during her freshman year—and she still had a day and a 
half to go—than Courtney had a had in her whole life (there were 
three; well, two and a half), but she seemed to enjoy it. 

Janet laughed and clapped her hands. "Oh, I've got to tell you. 
Elizabeth, you've already heard this. Gary said the funniest and most 
perceptive thing last night about Bo Derek..." 

Maybe Elizabeth heard it again. Courtney didn't even hear Janet 
squeal with laughter when she finished the story, just before going on 
to tell Elizabeth how petrified she was of taking the chemistry exam. 
Courtney saw Mark Snape up ahead of her, standing in his tracks, 
holding a pile of books in his arms, staring at her as she and the girls 
approached; the top book was Advanced Concepts of Poker. Mark 
was always very nice to Courtney because he desperately wanted 
Courtney's roommate Lisa to be very nice to him; most men did (and 
all the boys at Phelps did), except some of the gay ones. Courtney 
liked Mark a little (better than Janet and Elizabeth); he was stupid, 
but he was shrewd, and so sometimes he was funny. 

"It took me half the night and more than half a bottle of cognac, 
but I'm psyched. I've got this test psyched." Mark locked into 
Courtney's step. 

"That's good, Mark." 

"And the best part of it is I don't know any chemistry. None." 

"That's real commendable, Mark. It would only give them 
satisfaction to know that they'd taught you anything." 

"Let them think what they want. Just..." Mark's voice trailed off; he 
was looking quizzically at Courtney; he seemed to be noticing that 
Courtney didn't look as though she thought he was so cool. After a 
second, he didn't look as though he thought he was so cool either. 


"Hi, Mark," Janet said, leaning over toward him. 

"Hi there ... Kid." Mark couldn't be bothered to know a freshman's 
name. He wasn't putting it on, he really couldn't. "Ready for the big 
one? You're in Molecules for the Masses, aren't you?" 

"God, yes. I mean, God, no, I'll never be ready!" 

Courtney just wanted to get it over with; she would pass. And then 
tomorrow she would pass her Bloomsbury Group exam, and then she 
could catch the six-fifteen bus to the City and the redeye special to 
the Coast and she'd be home. 

Courtney spotted her friend Radish across the Drive talking 
animatedly to a boy she didn't know who was lounging against 
Alchemy Hall smoking a cigarette and looking bored. Courtney liked 
Radish... lots, that was the only way to put it; he was refreshingly 
literate (she had once heard him quote T.S. Eliot) and too excitable 
to be even a little pretentious. She glanced at the threesome she was 
traveling with—they were discussing the exam—and bolted forward, 
dashing across the street to stand next to him. 

"... but that was last spring. Who knows? I mean, who knows? He 
could be the next Atlanta Snatcher, or the Hillside Strangler, or the 
Son of Somebody." 

The boy against the wall just shrugged, shaking his head 
impotently. He dabbed his cigarette butt into the chemistry building 
and flicked it into the air. "That's heavy, Radish. You keep me 
posted." The kid began tugging off his shades as he trucked into the 
ivy covered hall to get a D on his exam. 

"Well, you asked." Radish snorted and turned to Courtney. "Did 
you hear what happened in the valley? Down at Hancock College?" 

Radish's last report from the valley had dealt with the unexplained 
and painstaking decapitations of a hundred laboratory rats on 
Bastille Day. Radish knew more about American crime than he did 
about Chinese history, his major, and he knew more about Chinese 
history than any of his professors. They didn't even bother making 
Radish take classes any more (except, of course, to meet the science 
requirement). In his spare time he supported himself by translating 
new diplomatic documents from Chinese into English for the State 


Department; but, in the end, Radish planned on working for the 
Department of Justice. 

A woman screamed. The screech of brakes was followed by the 
deep roar of an accelerating engine. Courtney and Radish turned to 
see a billowing cloud of exhaust shooting out of a dilapidated old van 
as it sped along the Drive toward Ablution Avenue. 

"You utter crud!" Mark shrieked. He was on his ass in the street, 
propped against the sidewalk, best sellers strewn all around him. 

"Are you all right!" Janet solicitously squatted over him. 

Mark looked up her skirt. 

The van careened around the corner, squealing and very nearly 
falling on it's side, disappearing onto Ablution. 

"There was a mass murder," Radish said. 

"Animal, vegetable, or mineral?" 

"No, I'm telling the straight truth. Two kids were diced and 
sautéed right on campus, parked on Lake Bananasquonset." 

"Really?" Elizabeth asked, walking up, brushing back her hair. 
"Two students?" Mark and Janet were right behind her. 

"Carving reminiscent of the Manson slayings, the paper said." 

"Oh, no." Courtney said. Once when she was hitchhiking a woman 
from Hancock College had picked her up. An art major with a stutter, 
very sweet, Laura or Loring or something. "Did you hear their 
names?" 

Radish shook his head no. 

Mark was brushing himself off (Janet held his books); he snorted. 
"Two lousy people and you call it mass murder? You, Radish? A fan? 
In this, the Age of Juan Corona, I call your man a piker! I call your 
story a piker's story!" 

"Well, it's a small school. Besides, the crime exactly fits the pattern 
of a really great triple disemboweling up in Maine last spring. Car 
parked by the water at night, the moon shining like a sonofabitch." 

Janet shivered. "Do you really think the moon has anything to do 
with these things?" 

"Well, it never hurts." 

"What the hell were three people doing parked by the water? Are 
they kinky up in Maine or something?" Mark leered suggestively at 


Janet. 

Janet grinned, goose bumpy, titillated (exulting in having her 
mind off the impending exam). 

"It was only two people. Two people and a car, all gutted past 
reckoning." 

"I bet it feels awful," Elizabeth contributed, "To have it go into you, 
I mean." She brushed her abdomen. 

"And then there were the Benton mutilations over in Ridgeview 
back in February, '77. They haven't even gotten close to that guy, 
even with his bloody fingerprints stamped all over the bathroom. I 
think anything with a knife and you have to say there's a strong case 
for really mass murder around here, Mark." 

"And what about The Shining, Radish? Huh?" 

"Axes are an utterly different psychology, almost completely 
lacking in real intimacy. A true knife man wouldn't get anything even 
close to satisfaction out of swinging an axe." 

Courtney was a little troubled by the subject; she was a little more 
troubled watching someone as sensitive and intelligent as Radish 
obviously revel in it. She turned and walked up the stone stairs into 
Alchemy Hall. She thought about Laura, the stutterer who picked up 
hitchhikers, and she hoped she would live to see her works hanging 
in the National Gallery. 

"I'm coming with you," Elizabeth insisted, coming with her. 

"It's a very singular vice," Radish droned on to the gaping hard 
core. "I only call it a vice because it involves killing people." 

The bell rang and they all came with her. 


Chapter Three 


The padlock was half rusted through to begin with. The striped 
mattresses were damp and soft and grimy. It would be a good place 
to sleep, if he could sleep. Sometimes he could. 


KEK 


Reynolds basked in the pit of the lecture hall. It was the biggest 
class on campus, and that got him off. "All right, cats and kittens, it's 
time to roll. Every other seat in every other row, Wild Man, even for 
the first team." 

About half of the crowded lecture hall laughed. 

Wild Man Moran, with the highest tackling percentage of any 
offensive player in the Teeny Weeny Sixteen football league for the 
past three seasons (Wild Man was truly offensive, a poem on the 
field), was autonomically breaking the rules, sitting directly behind 
his friend Mark, the wise guy, and already looking over his shoulder. 
"I ain't staying, Doc." The Wild Man was offended, wronged. 

"Well, see that you don't. There are more than enough wrong 
answers to go around." 

About half the crowded lecture hall laughed. "Did you hear about 
the murders, Dr. Reynolds?" asked the freshman girl with the braids 
who would not do well. She was sitting in the third row in between 
Mark Snape and the intellectual wise guy, James Radishinski (he 
would do very well indeed). 

"Hardly a day goes by, dear. But now that we're on the subject, a 
word about the honor system, Wild Man!" 

"I ain't staying, Doc!" The Wild Man looked truly insulted (more 
than half the class laughed) and finally hopped back over a row of 
seats to a more or less acceptable perch. 

"I'm going to leave the room because this is a very boring test and 
I'm a powerful honcho around here." 

Smiles and titters. 

"Wild Man, go find out how powerful he is." Mark Snape beckoned 
the Wild Man forward. The Wild Man stood on his chair and began 


climbing down toward the front of the room until Snape pulled at the 
back of his pants leg and urged him back to his seat. The class 
howled. The Wild Man began to yuck. 

Reynolds smiled, to show that he was a good sport. He motioned 
to his two grading assistants, sitting solemnly at the front of the 
room to his left, to begin distributing the tests. "Now about honor, 
kids. I'm going to tell you a secret. Personally, I've always found the 
concept a little ridiculous. I mean, let's face it, it has very little 
relevance to chemistry." A hearty laugh, from more than the Wholly 
Intimidated Few. "So this is what we're going to do. You scribble 
down your very own wrong answers—you have a nice summer. Well, 
you have a summer of some kind, anyway. Copy your wrong answers 
out of the textbook, however, or crib your answers from any other 
source, and these grading assistants of mine, who you think are your 
friends, will unflinchingly give the high sign to the Dial-A-Sniper I've 
stationed in the Harkness Steeple. The department turned down my 
requisition due to lack of funds, but I it was worth paying for myself. 
And, by the way, the man works by the hour, not by the shot, so cheat 
your little hearts out." 

"Why didn't you hire a woman?" some girl asked. Some other girls 
clapped. Almost everyone was smiling. Except for Courtney Waites. 
Reynolds was sorry about Courtney; in fact, looking into her somber 
eyes he felt quite a sharp (but fleeting) pang of anguish. But you 
couldn't win them all; he knew that she had thought he was a turkey 
from day one. Happily for Reynolds, (and sometimes it was the only 
thing that did make him happy) the masses ate him up. 

"Well, that's about it. This employee of mine was a gun bearer for 
that eagle scout down in Texas, and he really learned the trade. So 
just don't expect to make it back to your room, if you choose to stray. 
So..." 

"Oh, lovable Charles Whitman, a true artiste; one of my favorites. 
He dropped one guy in his Volkswagen from five and a half blocks 
away, well beyond the normal range of the crude sighting system he 
had available to him." On top of everything else, Radishinski turned 
out to be a crime freak. 


"Hey. I've never even seen this test before!" The Wild Man was 
mortified and astounded by this discovery. 

Reynolds crowed, having outfoxed The Boys for one more year. 
"Now there you go throwing good money after bad just because you 
think it costs too much to bribe a teacher. I'm telling you, Wild Man, 
I don't know the meaning of the word honor! See me after your 
failure for a really sweet deal on a previously owned grade." Leave 
while they're laughing, Reynolds, "As much as I'd like to play with 
you all afternoon, I must point out that the test remains at thirty 
grueling questions, while the period gets shorter with each word you 
listen to. Not to worry though, I took this test myself last night and I 
only got three wrong. Of course, I had the full two hours." There were 
groans; now why did he have to say that? It was masochistic. It 
flustered him. "Good summers to all of you, and may all your 
chemistry be organic." No response. Reynolds looked down at the 
podium and gathered his papers. Nothing so bad as to damage his 
reputation, but... 

Then they began to clap and cheer. Even Courtney Waites was 
clapping (feebly). Reynolds smiled and dashed from the room, 
glowing with that same old power. He really was a honcho around 
Phelps. 

Out the back door onto the Sterling Quadrangle. Frisbees and 
suitcases, hugs and joints. Young America says good-bye to the 
academic year. It put you in touch with the soul of existence— 
adolescent merriment. Reynolds thought about the research he'd 
been conducting for the past year and a half and he worried that his 
experiments weren't proving anything at all (sometimes he worried 
that he wasn't proving anything of value to non-academic humanity; 
those were better times than these). Reynolds decided to 
immediately turn around and rush back to his office, go over his 
most recent notes, run a few more tests before dinner; it was the 
least he could do. Reynolds never considered fudging his data 
(occasionally he did, though. He knew he had because he always 
caught himself later. It was his unconscious mind that did it. It 
scared him). 

Suddenly a Frisbee hit him in the face. 


"Gyahd! I'm sorry, Dr. Reynolds!" A pimply, pockmarked, 
thoroughly unrepresentatively ugly freshman dwarf bounded up to 
him and stood there, arms and tongue dangling. Reynolds was 
stinging and he wanted to uproot the creature's feet and bash its 
skull against the weathered cobblestones. 

But Dr. Reynolds (boola boola) was a cult hero and he could afford 
to be magnanimous (he owed it to his fans). He smiled and bent to 
pick up the Frisbee; when he looked up there was Lisa Swan and he 
knew that goodness was its own reward. "And I hope to be seeing you 
soon in Molecules for the Masses," Reynolds bestowed as the dwarf 
loped off, firing its Frisbee into the distance. Well now. 

"Are you all right?" Lisa was the most attractive girl on campus 
and she thought of him as a father. He always enjoyed their 
interactions. She was the essence of the soul of existence. 

"Course I am. Just a little fun." He chuckled. Lisa began walking 
toward Alchemy Hall and he followed her. "Guess you're about ready 
to end the semester, huh?" 

"Almost ready. I'm playing tomorrow at the Dean's faculty brunch. 
After that, I'm hoping for a summer of bright lights and dancing. 
Where the mountains have elevators! Small town life is ... well, you 
know what it is." 

"You know, sometimes I can almost remember back to when I 
wanted that too. Boogie till you puke and bop till you drop. Those 
were the good old days of high energy biology." 

They passed a student having a coughing fit in the hall and 
proceeded up the marble stairway. Lisa walked ahead, the blonde 
hair flowing almost to her waist, her buttocks swaying under a pale 
silk dress. "Oh, come on! I bet your biology is pretty high-energy to 
this day, Dr. Reynolds." 

Reynolds fumbled for his keys as they reached the mouth of the 
corridor of offices. "That's the nicest thing anyone has said to me in 
days, Lisa." 

"Is anything the matter?" 

Reynolds put his key in the lock and turned toward Lisa. She 
wasn't wearing a bra today. Oh, yes she was; but it was a very sheer 
one. What did it matter? Why was he thinking about these things? 


"Nothing, really. You know that feeling when you give it your best 
shot and it still falls short? Short of perfect, I mean. Well the class— 
15-B—was like that today." Was it? He couldn't remember clearly. 
Courtney Waites thought he was an idiot, but... No, it was off in his 
unconscious mind. It scared him. 

Lisa waltzed into the office and went straight over to the window to 
stare out at Parapsychology Drive and Harkness Tower beyond. 
"You'll never lose your touch, Doctor. I don't think." 

The sunlight irradiating her features lent Lisa an otherworldly 
whiteness. It sent a chill through Reynolds. She was so young and so, 
so beautiful. "No, maybe not. Year after year. Maybe not. Year in and 
year out. Sometimes, Lisa, I still do want to boogie till I puke." 

She turned, shifting into worldly shadows. She was so, so beautiful 
(Reynolds couldn't deny that occasionally he felt attracted to her). 
"Why don't you leave, then? Or maybe take some time off?" 

Reynolds found his hands on Lisa's shoulders, then his fingers 
digging for her back (he never decided any of this damned 
unconscious mind). "Because I couldn't bear to miss out on any one 
of the young things who constantly throw themselves at me; not 
one." 

Lisa laughed and Reynolds buried his moustache between her lips, 
lifting her off the ground (occasionally) and dragging her toward the 
office door so he could close it. She wriggled her face to suck the tip 
of his nose. 

Lisa laughed. "The only person on campus who doesn't know 
about us is old Mister Wingate, and he died last spring." 

"Great action! Is that true?” Reynolds hoped it wasn't true. 

Lisa laughed. It was true. Reynolds thought of his wife and of how 
miserable she could make his life (it was the basis of their 
relationship). Lisa broke his grip on her and graciously pulled her 
body out to arm's length (she had long, splendid arms, of course— 
very little elephant skin at the elbows). "I have to go to my last 
composition practicum session now." 

"With Tyler Cobalt?" 

Lisa laughed. "Mr. Cobalt is over fifty years old, Dr. Reynolds! And 
then I have a practice room reserved in Scaddorwidt and I'm going to 


work and work until I play like Beethoven. Except that Beethoven 
wasn't really a very good piano player, or so they say. Anyway, I'll be 
there, until I get sleepy. It may be the last time my body passes 
through your galaxy in this century. Who knows? Miklos Varvarin 
has gone home to Nova Scotia for the summer, and his sculpture 
studio is wide open, complete with our own little cot." 

"Oh, Lisa," (Reynolds was not in his best form,) "Give it to me 
now!" 

"Sorry. I have to go to my last practicum session. Besides, this is 
final examination week; a pop quiz just won't do." Lisa shook her 
head sadly (she really was sad; but she had to go; bitch) and turned 
the door handle. "Later than one-thirty and you're rolling dice," she 
cautioned. 

But my wife! Reynolds didn't say. Lisa was out the door and down 
the hall and in another galaxy. Reynolds never rolled dice. 


KEK 


Someone coughed. Someone groaned. Someone else coughed. 
Radish yawned. Two seats down, Phillip Abney surreptitiously 
mouthed a straw; his cheeks collapsed as he pulled topaz liquid out 
of a brown paper bag and into his esophagus; then Abney coughed 
(he had a small fit, actually). Janet Something, on the other side of 
Radish, was sweating profusely—her brow, her armpits, her palms; 
she was left-handed and her hand trailed sluggishly across the 
booklet pages, following her sluggish fountain pen; the result of this 
style of penmanship was a moist, salty smear of royal blue, difficult 
to discern as letters (to say nothing of words). Radish was certain 
that this wouldn't hurt her grade. He wasn't certain whether or not 
Dr. Reynolds had been serious when he said he had lapsed on three 
of the exam questions himself; he hoped that the doctor had been 
joking (Radish clung steadfastly, in his nonoverdeveloped heart, to 
the ethos of cult hero creation). In his overdeveloped brain, Radish 
knew that Radish had written a flawless test paper (unsmudged, too). 

Radish holstered his slide rule and_ stood, stretching, 
spasmodically flailing his blue book. A few people hissed, but what 


was he supposed to do? Sit there and watch Phillip Abney pass out 
(or commense delirium tremens)? He looked at his watch—it was 
over an hour; not so embarrassing as all that. 

"No, you don't, you chemical slime! Not this time, Boy!" Clarence 
(Wild Man) Moran was standing on his seat two rows above Radish's 
head, brandishing his test papers like a meat cleaver. He whooped 
and bounded two rows down over the seats. He swiped at Radish, 
and the exam came within inches of his face, but then the Wild Man 
was off, loping toward the pit, spiking the occasional stray student. 

"Oh, Clarence," Radish shouted. 

Wild Man placed his exam on the table at the front of the room, in 
between the grading assistants. The assistants were the only people 
in the room whose eyes weren't riveted on Wild Man (they had been 
doing something interesting); the class (especially the holes who had 
hissed) was cheering and applauding Radish's rout as the exam week 
suntan champion. Wild Man paraded his biceps and then jogged up 
the aisle toward the exit; Mark Snape, his Svengali and fraternity 
brother, slapped him five as he passed. "I got places to be and people 
to see!" he rapped. One of the grading assistants put down her 
Stephen King, sh-sh'd Wild Man resoundingly and picked up his test 
(and a red pencil, natch). He slammed the door behind him on the 
note of a raspberry. 

Radish hopped over into an empty row of seats and made his way 
to the aisle and then to the front. He shoved his booklet in front of 
the other grading assistant (she was reading Playboy and, as all of 
Dr. Reynolds's bursary students seemed to be, she was a knockout); 
she looked at her watch; she shot daggers at him, pushed his exam 
aside and continued reading. 

As Radish was walking out of the room he noticed that Mark was 
concealing an open book on his lap, rapidly scanning it; it was 
Norman Mailer's new book about Marilyn Monroe. Mark looked up 
and waved at Radish; then he began scrawling in his exam book. 
Mark was one of the multifaceted ones (a fuckoff to be sure). 

Out on the quad, Radish didn't exactly know how to expend his 
liberty. He had three part-time jobs to attend to before he left for the 
summer; he had three research papers at various stages of 


completion, to hand in by five o'clock, Saturday; he felt a strong urge 
to masturbate; he was hungry. 

Radish, standing still listening to a male belted kingfisher 
(Megaceryle alcyon) singing above his head in a tree, spotted Wild 
Man near the foliage across the campus, heading for one of the gates 
less traveled by. A hulking figure, much larger even than Wild Man 
Moran (there weren't many of those), emerged from the brush 
behind the old Cyclops Theatre building and followed after Wild 
Man, off toward the gate. The man was obscured beneath a gray 
hood; Radish could only make out the basketball bulge of his head 
sitting on the muscular slope of his shoulders. After a few steps the 
man jerked into a hunch and began closing noticeably on Wild Man. 
Wild Man kept walking, even though it was becoming increasingly 
obvious to Radish that he was being followed. The man raised his 
arms and picked up his pace; he must have been very nimble of foot 
for such a giant, because Wild Man kept walking as if he were alone 
in the world. There was no mistaking the aggression in the man's 
outstretched hands and Radish knew for certain that Wild Man was 
really being stalked; he broke into a run, shouting, "Clarence!" 

Wild Man reacted faster than instantly (he must have finally heard 
the racing feet behind him), turning to check things out. But it was 
too late; the hulk was on him, delivering a massive forearm blow to 
the square of Wild Man's back, sending him reeling within inches of 
a hundred-and-fifty-year-old bur oak tree (Quercus macrocarpa). 
But Wild Man was a hard case; he staggered into an off-balance pivot 
(the envy of any league) and surged upward at his assailant, fists 
clenched, roaring. Then he exhaled sharply and clutched his hands to 
his bouncing brains. The attacker's poised hands went to his knees 
and he collapsed onto the cobblestones. 

He was laughing a very familiar laugh. "You're a pussy! A dank 
pussy, Clarence!" 

"All right, Coach. Some sunny day you're gonna get yours too, you 
know!" 

Tears were rolling along Coach Easterling's cheeks into his ears, 
but he got a hold on himself. "Happens to the best of us, Clarence," 
the coach and Radish were the only people on campus who ever 


called Moran by his Christian name, "but I'll be ready for mine! 
That's why I'm the coach and you're the cannon fodder. James, my 
man!" The Coach was the only person in this hemisphere who called 
Radish James (Radish's father was in the diplomatic corp stationed 
at Katmandu). He also talked down to Radish more than anyone had 
any business doing, but Radish didn't mind. "How are those 
workouts coming along?” 

Not so good. They tired Radish and made him vomit. He had 
decided to succumb to an early heart attack instead. "I never felt 
better, Coach. Thanks." 

"You're looking a little better. You're still nothing but a sloshy bag 
of bones, don't get me wrong, but I think most of that green is gone 
from around your eyes. Let me see." The coach picked himself up off 
the walkway and yanked off Radish's glasses, peering into his eyes. 

"Hey, Coach..." 

"When you going to get over to the equipment room and start 
tracking down those basketballs? We need you, James." The coach 
jabbed the glasses back onto Radish's face. 

Radish smoothed out his face. "I'll get it done sometime in the next 
twenty-four hours." 

"Good. You're an important man over at the physical education 
department, you know that?" 

"The entire inventory will be in apple-pie order by dusk tomorrow, 
Coach, and that's a promise from James Radishinski." 

"That's the kind of talk I like to hear. Because we rely on you to 
know where that equipment is; and it's a great source of pride to 
those of us in P.E. around here, James." Radish nodded. "You see, we 
don't get much in the way of athletes around here, and every man has 
to take pride in something; that's why there's such an awesome 
burden on you and the equipment." The coach grinned like a 
distended pixie and backhanded Clarence in the gut (the gut jiggled 
for a length of time the football hero clearly found embarrassing). 
"Right, ‘Wild Man"?" The Coach burst into his patented high-pitched 
gasping laughter. 

Wild Man nervously lifted Radish's arm to take a look at his watch. 
"I got to go, Coach. I'll see ya. Before I blow town." He discarded 


Radish's arm and jogged off through the cast-iron gate. 

"Okay, son! I mean who would I yell at without you, huh? Love ya, 
Clarence! Love ya!" The coach chuckled and turned his attention to 
Radish. "Just a big, ugly, dumb jock; a pair of them, huh?" 

"Well, Coach, I guess I'll be..." 

The coach seemed to be choking on his mirth; he threw an arm 
around Radish's shoulders and started walking him toward the gate 
(Radish really wasn't going in that direction). "That's okay, James! 
That's what a little wimp like yourself has got to think; and there's no 
offense in that at all, son." Coach Easterling was a weird guy; 
multifaceted. "But try and figure what J must see when I watch that 
belly bounce. Especially now that young Corcoran over at Hancock, 
rest his soul, seems to be off the starting team. I see a clear, 
undefended shot at the Teeny Weeny Sixteen football title popping 
up; like Clarence's graduation gift from God. Well, the team and I 
will help tie the ribbons onto the package, of course, but ..." 

"Wait, wait, wait. Corcoran the quarterback? Was he the..." 

"Was, James, is right." 

"Is he the..." 

"Are; James. The remains of John Corcoran are; and there are 
several of them, his poor coach tells me. And that pretty little 
cheerleader is... are just an ugly mess. James, God works in 
mysterious ways; what we have to remember—and it's easy right 
now, even though sometimes it isn't—is that nothing is bad for 
everybody, I guess. And that's what's so mysterious about it." 

"Uh-huh. That's true.” 

"So true." 

The coach was a weird guy. 


Chapter Four 


The Phelps Station post office was very empty for early afternoon. 
Most people had given up the idea of letters and were thinking 
instead about seeing the people who would have written letters. Lisa 
had only come for her National Geographic, which she knew would 
be there, except that you never really "know" when it comes to the 
mail—any more than you "know" about the weather—and it wasn't 
there. People she knew said hello to her. Some people she didn't 
know said hello to her. Everyone was rushing to leave; it was a 
frenzied energy which she didn't particularly like to feel. 

Out on Ablution Avenue, the curb was lined with hazard lights as 
people loaded into their cars to roll away. It was like a slice of some 
city; but not really. A city is defined by motion—tempo and pitch. 
Phelps only experienced two motions each semester—to and fro. 
Chicago was her kind of town; but she wasn't picky. She liked Phelps. 
She liked it anywhere. Lisa was generally very easy to please, and she 
wasn't sorry about it at all. 

"Lisa?" 

Courtney turned the corner onto Ablution, her head bathed in a 
blinding rainbow light (it was the sun refracting from a crystal bead 
dangling from the rearview mirror of a microbus, which also turned 
the corner). "Oh, you look beautiful," Lisa said. But Courtney wasn't 
close enough (or Lisa wasn't loud enough) to hear. Lisa followed the 
ricocheting rays of color—the microbus was caught in traffic (hah!), 
signaling vainly for some place to park—while she waited for 
Courtney to come into comfortable range. 

"What happened to your practicum?" 

"When I got there he said that he just didn't feel like it and Star 
Wars: Still Not the End just opened in Hancock and he wanted to 
drive down. So I said fine, and guess when we're doing it?" 

"When? You haven't got time!" 

"Early September! I can write a symphony by then." 

"Terrific. What about your grade, though?" 


Courtney was the first person she had told and she felt a little 
embarrassed and a little proud. "He said he would just give me an A." 

"All right, Lisa!" 

Lisa giggled and her embarrassment at giggling made her giggle 
more. 

"Did he ask you to go to the movies with him?" 

Lisa tried to remember exactly how the conversation had gone. 
"Uuh, sort of. His little boy invited me. I want to go play, and I have 
to pack, and I want to play some more." 

"You're really nervous about this recital, aren't you?" 

Lisa didn't feel nervous; maybe a little anxious. "No, I'm not 
nervous. I just want to play interestingly for them, that's all." 

A car horn honked and honked and got closer. 

"Good-bye, Lisa, you magnificent creature you!" 

"Stay well! Stay well, Lisa!" 

A station wagon full of boys she knew (and some she didn't know) 
—boys hanging out of windows, pressing their lips against glass— 
Dopplered by, whooshing down the avenue toward U.S. Route 14, 
and eventually the interstate. Lisa waved, but they were traveling 
fast. "Well good-bye, anyway!" They were seniors, most of them 
never coming back to Phelps again in their lives— the ones who 
didn't even care about graduating. 

"They all want little pieces of you, babe. It's kind of creepy." 

"Why do you always say horrible things like that? Let them want 
whatever they want to; it doesn't hurt anybody." 

"Not anybody who's very strong, maybe." 

"You're so grim sometimes. You're such a little grim-lin!" Lisa 
walked toward Parapsychology Drive, from which she could cut over 
to the Scaddorwidt arts building (and her practice room). "How was 
your examination?" 

"Well, if you put it in front of me right now I don't know how I 
would do. My enzymes are fading rapidly. But I passed it five 
minutes ago; with fifteen minutes to spare; in fact, it was pretty 
easy." 

"So was the teacher." 

"Ugh. Still?" Courtney stopped in her tracks. 


"Again, maybe. I'd rather learn from him than take his course any 
day." 

"Stop. You want to go grab a late lunch? Or how about an early 
supper?" 

"Okay, sure." Lisa turned right around and began walking toward 
the cafeteria. "Look at that." She pointed at the old microbus with the 
prismatic window ornament. It had parked in front of the post office, 
its sliding side door halfway open. Most of the students milling 
around the entrance to the post office seemed to be riveting their 
attention to the dark interior of the bus. Then Lisa saw the black 
metallic tip of a rifle barrel. She gasped before she could think. 

A shot fired. A boy screamed. People began shouting. Four more 
shots fired in a quick burst and Willy Romaine, a boy Lisa had known 
well freshman year, fell to his knees, his abdomen gushing. Some 
people in the crowd stood paralyzed, looking glazed or terrified; 
others fell to the ground, tripping some of those who ran for their 
lives; others didn't let anything stop them from running for their 
lives. There was another rapid succession of shots, the gun barrel 
sweeping from right to left. Another boy—Lisa didn't know him—fell 
against the post office door, almost inside but not quite; he was hit at 
the base of the spine. 

The microbus door slid open wide, inspiring many of the more 
fainthearted to flee. It was chaos. An old cleaning woman was 
sprawled on her knees, crying and pleading. Four large men wearing 
black ski masks and identical nylon jackets poured out of the bus, 
scattering amongst the remaining bystanders, grabbing the bodies of 
their three victims (there was one Lisa hadn't seen go down) and 
dragging them toward the street. They silently and efficiently threw 
the bodies inside the microbus and piled in themselves. The bus 
sideswiped the car in front of it as it swerved out into the street 
doubling back the way it had come, to the corner and down 
Parapsychology Drive. 

"Well," Courtney said. 

Lisa noticed one of the boys rising and brushing himself off. "Isn't 
that our friend, the vegetable?" She pointed him out. 

"Radish!" Courtney screamed, waving over at him. 


But he didn't seem to notice her. He didn't seem to notice much of 
anything; he just shook his head and ran resolutely inside the post 
office. 

"Oh, well. What about lunch?" Courtney asked. 

Lisa wasn't hungry, but she didn't mention it. 


KEK 


Phillip Abney could barely see; he could not raise his head very 
high off his chest. Abney had taken too much LSD (there was no such 
thing as too much LSD) to cope with chemistry, so he had decided to 
get drunk. He sipped bourbon. It was all right. It was a family 
tradition. (His father thought it was a fine thing to do.) It made 
Abney feel less like a freak, more like a stockbroker (Abney planned 
to become a doctor one day). He knew the chemistry backwards and 
forwards, but he had forgotten how to write. Abney was confused 
about why he had overmedicated himself, but not concerned ("I'm all 
right, really," he said to the fire-eyed golem drawn in pencil on his 
blue-book cover); he was only a sophomore and still had plenty of 
time to get all this shit out of his system. Suddenly his nostrils were 
filled with burning vomit; Abney waited expectantly (kind of 
thrilled), but only a brief watery trickle ever emerged onto his scruffy 
upper lip. Beat the rap again. 

A monstrously deformed girl with greasy hair and a face full of 
pulsating blue veins sat down in the pit, drawing with a red crayon. 
Abney was terrified that she was going to try to improve on his 
golem, which he had finally gotten just the way it really looked. But 
then she got up and walked away, over to the window at the side of 
the room. There were about... more than two people standing next to 
the window. 

"No, look, there's another couple coming around the corner." 

"Were they really shots?" 

"That's what the guy said." 

"Look at that girl with the one shoe. Her knee is bleeding." 

Abney had no plans for the summer. He thought he might just stay 
home and catch up on his TV—watching and play some guitar (did he 


really want to go to medical school or was that just Dad? No, he 
really did); maybe smoke some dope. 

"I'm only doing this because you're my best customer, Phil." The 
Snape Man stood over him and ripped the examination book off his 
desk. Abney slashed at him with his pencil, missing cleanly by... 
more than a few inches. "Cool it, Abney, and sit tight." Mark, a blue 
book flying from each hand, raced back to the aisle and casually 
sauntered down into the pit. The pit was deserted. Mark picked up a 
red crayon and began defacing Abney's golem. Abney seethed; then it 
struck him with the breathtaking power of divine intervention that 
he was going to pass chemistry (the first time through)—he and Mark 
were both going to pass chemistry. Mark defaced his own blue book 
also and then placed them both on the pile of already graded exams 
at the center of the table. Tears of deliverance welled in Abney's eyes 
(vomit welled in his nose). 

"Let's ride, cowboy." 

Abney didn't have what it took. 

"Come on, Phil; martial your strength!" 

Abney looked up the Snape Man's cover picture of Marilyn Monroe 
and he found the courage to tell his body where to get off. Upsy- 
daisy... three, four... one thing at a time. 

"You got it, Abney. Man, you got it." Mark pointed him toward the 
door. 

Then the cacophonic shock of a loud, yammering bell threatened 
to drive Abney from his feat (but it didn't). The more than two, but 
less than a dozen, students who were still in the middle of question 
twenty-seven groaned and whimpered. 

The monstrously deformed girl with the blue-striped face turned 
away from the window and clapped her hands. "All right," she said, 
"it's too late now!" 


Chapter Five 


He was eating, parked in an alley near a dumpster, when she 
passed by. She was all colors (she was flowing white). He strained to 
keep her in sight, craning his head until it bumped into the 
windshield (it didn't hurt), but she and her friend disappeared 
beyond the brick wall. He sucked at the larded remains of a cold pork 
chop. He remembered her face—the plump, contented cheeks, the 
dark blue eyes... (He forgot her face.) 


KEK 


"When I think that we were just making jokes about it a few hours 
ago! Oh, Gary, it really makes you think about the things you've got, 
doesn't it?" 

Gary's mouth was full of applesauce and peas, so he just nodded. 

"And the things you can get. I don't know if I'm ready to go steady 
with you.” 

Gary was stunned by the tragedy. He hadn't liked Jim Stetzel or 
Eddie Coy (even though they would have been his fraternity 
brothers, had things worked out differently), and he didn't even 
know Willy Romaine, but he was stunned anyway. Still, he couldn't 
see why it made Janet bring that up again. They had been over that 
before. It was settled. Gary dropped his pork chop and washed his 
voice clear with warmish milk. "You were ready to go steady with 
Jesse Horner." 

"That was in September. I've grown tremendously since 
September." 

"And Dan Marris. Did you like him better than me?" 

"No, of course not, Gary!" 

"What's the problem, then?" 

"Oh, there is no problem, really." 

"Well. I hope not, anyway." 

"No, there isn't." Janet pressed the back of her hand against his 
thigh under the table. 

Gary picked up his pork chop and munched. 


"Lisa!" Janet stood and waved across the aisle. "Courtney, did you 
hear about the terrorist attack? Ed Coy and Jimmy..." 

"We were practically right there," Lisa said. She put down her tray 
next to Gary's. "Hi, Gary." 

Gary's face flushed a shade and he couldn't look directly at her. 
Why did he want to go steady with Janet anyway? (Because he loved 
her deeply, that's why!) 

Courtney mussed his hair (she was no slouch either). "Did you 
happen to notice the Alpha Beta Theta sticker in the rear window of 
that 'van of death,’ Janet?" 

No. Gary couldn't believe it. They wouldn't. Not without old Gary 
(not without telling old Gary)! "Oh, no." 

"You Waves just act like you're not people any more, doing 
whatever those big idiots think up for you to do, Lisa said. Oh, no! 
"Some people were really very frightened." 

Gary looked over at Janet, but the jury was in. "No, I didn't..." 

"Come on now, Gary, Ed and Jim were both Alpha Waves and 
Willy Romaine was an Alpha brother, now don't try to tell me..." 

"Was he? Is he? I..." 

"How could you let me go through a thing like that? Me? It's that 
stupid fraternity you love; and cheap thrills!" 

"Oh, Janet, I... They..." 

"Peace be with you, Wave." Mark Snape pulled up his tray on the 
other side of Lisa (there was nothing on it but a piece of chocolate 
cake and two scoops of ice cream). "Peace and sterility, if you dare 
compromise the cantankerous Brotherhood of Alpha with your lips." 
Gary stopped rummaging for words. "Lisa, Lisa, Lisa." 

"Yes, Mark? What is it now?" 

"You know what it is, Lisa. My Trans Am wants you on the 
highway." 

"Well, I think you and your Trans Am and your VW microbus are 
all about as sexy as Glen Campbell on ‘Gilligan's Island." 

"I don't know what you're talking about. I was in a chemistry test 
the whole time. Ask Phil Abney. Ask Gary. Gary, do I know what 
she's talking about? Answer with the fidelity of a true Alpha Beta 
Theta Wave." Mark wolfed down his sugar. 


Gary's mouth was filled with pork chop and peas and chocolate 
cake. He tried to swallow quickly (failed). 

"Never mind. Everybody knows who sits on the brains of Alpha 
House." Gary couldn't tell if Lisa liked Mark or not. Gary liked Mark 
a lot (more than Janet, though he didn't get that picture). 

"Oh, Lisa. Even though you're the queen of my dreams, you're not 
going to be the one that got away. it's one fast car." 

"You have chocolate all over your mouth." 

Mark slowly wiped his mouth with his tongue. Courtney laughed, 
but he hadn't done it to get anywhere with Courtney. Lisa just stared 
(Gary thought she looked impressed). 

All the while Janet just sat there looking stabbed in the back. Gary 
wanted to reach out and comfort her, to tell her the truth; but the 
Snape Man wouldn't have understood (well, he would have 
understood) and that was a problem. He'd just have to get her alone 
sometime. He wished she'd stop staring at him. 

"Wave, as beautiful as the lady may seem, I came here looking for 
you. We have some Alpha Beta business to attend to, if you're 
through stuffing your chubby little face." 

Gary washed down his cheesecake as fast as he could and tried to 
sound calm. "Mark, I have a horticulture test in half an hour and a 
husbandry exam at nine in the morning; I'm up against the wall in 
husbandry. Couldn't it wait until tomorrow?" 

"Gary, I'm surprised at you. You know this is the time of year that 
Waves have really got to pound that beach. What do I care about 
your jerkwater academic standing? I mean as a fellow human, 
maybe; but I'm speaking to you as an Alpha Brother!" 

"He probably needs to have his Trans Am waxed and buffed." 

"I don't care what he needs," Janet grumbled. 

"And I really thought you had an understanding of these things, 
Courtney." 

"You were right." 

Mark stood there waiting. Gary rose. 

"Don't bus your tray! The place is practically deserted; got to leave 
the bursary students with something to do." 


Gary heard Janet whining to her friends behind him as he was led 
away from the table. Lisa laughed. "But I do!" Janet said (or 
something that sounded like that). 

"It's a clear case," Courtney said definitively, loudly, "of young lust 
hiding its head in the sands of emotion." 

Now what did she mean by that? 

Outside, Mark put his hand on the young Wave's shoulder. "I'm 
sorry to have put you through that, Washkind, but you must never 
question the ascendancy of the House; not in front of sexual 
prospects; it looks bad for all of us." 

"I'm sorry, Mark, I..." 

"Now we all appreciate what a fine, sensitive boy you are, and 
we're all proud to have you rolling into Alpha. I mean that, Gary, and 
I think you should know it." 

"Hey, Mark, I..." 

"Right, I know. Don't say anything; you'll just embarrass yourself. 
The reason I'm telling you all this is that it's time for you to crest, 
Wave. The other Alpha Waves all crested together this afternoon in a 
silly, boyish prank—not without its deeper significance, but 
nonetheless a silly, boyish prank." 

Wild Man, pounding his chest, walked up with Jim Stetzel. "Was 
that a first down or what?" 

"It was living theater, Wild Man. Wave," Mark showed Jim Stetzel 
the door, "recede." Stetzel turned and beat it and Gary felt a warm 
glow. "Don't want to soil this ritual with any of our out-of-phase 
Waves. Seriously, how are you doing in your courses, Washkind?" 

"Well, okay so far. You know." 

"Good; because you know that Alpha Beta Theta is dedicated to 
academic excellence; well, at least we're dedicated to academic 
acceptability; so we can get the fuck off probation." 

"This creep isn't causing any problems with the sacred trust, is 
he?" Wild Man had that glassy football look in his eyes as he stared 
Gary down. 

"I'll do my part; I mean I'm not close to failing or anything like 
that. 


"Farming courses!" Wild Man spat out the words and Gary 
couldn't understand this seeming change in his status. 

Then Mark put things right. "Maybe you'd better go too, Wild Man. 
There's no problem here." 

Wild Man backed off. "I'll just witness. I'll be a witness." 

Mark ignored him and put his hand back on Gary's shoulder. "Now 
about your crest. Wild Man called it a, ‘sacred trust,’ and that's a 
little... well, it's silly. But that is what Alpha men of yore called it; and 
it is certainly far removed from being a silly, boyish prank." Mark 
glanced condescendingly over at Wild Man and then smiled back at 
Gary. "It's a tradition that goes right back to the founding of the 
fraternity by the immortal Louis J. Stafford, Phelps's most illustrious 
graduate, in nineteen fifty-nine (just twenty years before he was 
expelled from Congress). Each year it falls to one prodigious Wave to 
break upon the forbidden sanctuary of Professor Cullwyn's office (in 
the Abstruse Studies Center) and then seep into the sand with a copy 
of his Introductory Gaelic Exam. (Hence, the popular myth that 
Introductory Gaelic is a gut. It isn't—well, it's a special Alpha gut.) All 
right?" The Snape Man just stood there, almost imperceptibly 
nodding his head; he winked. 

Wild Man just stood there also, eyes gleaming. Even from the 
limited time they had let him spend around the House, Gary knew 
how Wild Man hated to study; he felt the perspiration welling to 
form an occlusive seal in the crack of his ass. 

"Come on now, Washkind, don't take it that way. It's a character- 
building opportunity; which could prove invaluable if you ever 
decide to go into government. Besides, it really is a hell of an honor." 

"Or vice versa," the Wild Man forboded. 

"I rifled Cullwyn's privacy myself when I was a young Wave, and I 
was proud to do it. What's more, especially now that I'm actually 
enrolled in the course, I can see what a valuable tradition it really is." 

"But," Gary said. Alpha Beta Theta, the guys, had lent new 
meaning (after his schnauzer's untimely death under the wheels of 
Mark's Trans Am) to his shattered freshman existence and he was 
ashamed of the trepidation which swelled his glottis. "But I could get 
expelled; or indicted, couldn't I?" 


"Oh, bum me out, Washkind! What kind of negativity is that?" The 
Snape Man had beautiful eyes. 


Chapter Six 


More than anything, he hated sirens. They brought on migraines 
(he didn't know they were migraines) and reminded him of Bedford 
Stuyvesant. It was Bedford Stuyvesant (and his mother's, in Queens), 
all the people who had tried to kill him there, which had driven him 
to New Hampshire in the first place, and the memory of it made him 
mean (scared). Multiple murder made him mean too; trifling made 
him lethally dangerous. 

"Let's take this one step at a time and see how long it takes us to 
fall on our face. You lapping this up, Carstairs my man?" Carstairs 
was listening to the FM radio, but he nodded anyway. "Good. That's 
good. Now why don't you run into the post office and see if you can 
whip up the odd reliable witness—you know, someone who shaves 
more than twice a week. A adult, Carstairs." Carstairs nodded and 
bounded out the door, very nearly bouncing off the Ablution Avenue 
shuttle bus; he felt the FM blasting. Instead of turning it off, Sheriff 
Wheeley himself stepped out of the cruiser, bracing his left temple. 

A small crowd of students was milling at the scene (very small... 
too small). They all looked like idiots, though, the kind that would be 
attracted by bloodshed. Wheeley couldn't discern any bloodshed. "All 
right. Someone want to tell me about it?” No. Nah, this wasn't a 
bloodshed crowd; this was a police-siren crowd; it looked bad. 

Then a beanpole kid who never shaved twice in one week in his life 
(never would) stepped forward and adjusted his glasses. The kid 
looked familiar. He looked like that certain kind of trouble that 
always slowed everything down. "I'm afraid we've both been victims 
to somewhat of an overreaction, Sheriff." Oh, God, just what 
Wheeley needed to really bring his headache home to roost. 

"That's very poetic, son. Only I'm not overreacting one jot to a 
seven-forty-seven call; not yet, anyway. Know what a seven-forty- 
seven is?” 

"Of course I do." 

"We aren't talking junkets to Paris here?" 

"Sheriff, do you want me to tell you what it is?” 


Wheeley scanned the crowd. It was picking up steam. "No. No, I'll 
take your word on it. But let me hear what it is you've been 
overreacting to. You aren't implying that there hasn't actually been a 
seven-forty-seven, aS you understand the term, perpetrated with 
malice right on this spot? Are you? I mean I was baking breaded 
chicken and it's going to be a cold, soggy mess by the time I get back 
to the station. My head is... Go on, son. What's your name?" 

"It's all a big lie, Sheriff. Nothing happened at all!" Carstairs was 
holstering his gun as he walked up, which meant that Carstairs had 
for some reason (no reason) taken it upon himself to draw his 
weapon, which meant that Carstairs was... Well, Wheeley had known 
that before, no sense agitating his left temple about it now. 

"You tell that to my drumsticks, Carstairs. For now, just go have a 
seat and listen to some Elvis Costello!" A good percentage of the 
crowd laughed. "And I'm not making that up, either; and The Dead 
Kennedies! Go ahead, son." 

"As it turns out, it was just a college prank. Demented, but 
ultimately harmless." 

"Nothing, harmless, overreaction. The words I'm hearing. 
Carstairs," he hadn't yet disappeared into the squad car, "Take a 
listen. Go ahead, son." 

"There was a great deal of panic and a quantity of raspberry 
preserves, and..." 

"Carstairs?" 

"Uh-huh. I'd say so." Good work, Carstairs. Go to your reward. 

"That's a funny prank. You know we monitor all our calls down at 
the station with a tape recorder?" 

"That's standard operational procedure at law enforcement 
agencies all over the country and throughout most of the 
industrialized world." 

"Then I guess you might know what a sixty-nine is?" 

"Now just a minute, Sheriff. At the time I summoned aid I was 
unwaveringly convinced of the validity of my pretense. I had 
observed a seven-eleven, and a six-twelve, perpetrated to give the 
appearance of a seven-forty-seven (which I believe compounds them 
into an eight)." 


"Not in this state," Wheeley muttered, wishing one of the two of 
them had stayed in bed. 

"From my vantage point I had no reason to doubt that a bona-fide 
seven-forty-seven had transpired. Especially in the light of 
yesterday's events in Hancock... To hell with yesterday's events in 
Hancock, the desk clerk said it happens every day! Can I help it if 
people become unbalanced? The world is a pressure cooker, and 
when you're dealing with a pressure cooker you're always going to 
find some rice on the ceiling. Multiple homicide is an increasingly 
popular response to the feelings of impotence and despair 
engendered by..." 

Wheeley whipped out his official note pad. "What was that name, 
encyclopedia breath?" 

"Why do you want to know my name?" 

"McGarrett, Hawaii Five-O!" 

"Can't you tell from his Maui-Wowee on the brain?" 

The two cutups were new atrivals, sitting on the hood of a 
sparkling new gray and black Trans Am (with red interior). Wheeley 
had always wanted a Trans Am, but he never could afford one. He 
stared at them long enough to shut them up (they were smarter than 
they looked). "Just tell me your name." 

"I can't help but notice how you keep working at that left side of 
your head. If you increased the lecithin and niacin levels in your diet 
you might... My name. I haven't done anything wrong." 

"Well, then I guess I want to shake your hand." Wheeley grabbed 
the boy's hand and pumped him up and down. "Have you done 
anything right?" 

The boy adjusted his glasses and fumbled in his hip pocket; his 
pants were too tight (and too short) and he fished out three coins, 
two balls of lint, a ticket stub, and a greasy puckered dollar bill, 
before he seemed satisfied. The dollar had writing on it. "I did 
manage to take down the license plate of the vehicle in question. It 
was a dull green van, circa nineteen sixty-seven." 

"And you were so busy talking you never would have got around to 
that, would you?" Wheeley confiscated the greenback and walked 
over to pound on Carstairs's window. Carstairs didn't give a damn; in 


his mind he was boogalooing to the strains of Nine Nine Nine (It was 
a group of punks. It was a felony punishable by hanging in three 
states that knew what being a state was all about.) Wheeley tore open 
the sedan door. "Burn up the wires, Carstairs, and make this van. 
Listen when I'm pounding on you!" 

Wheeley took a good look at the jokers in the Trans Am (they were 
in it now, all right; firing that perfectly-tuned twenty-cylinder engine 
to the moon). Wheeley himself on the hood. "What does the Rich Kid 
Chorus know about this affront to my cooking? Out and about please, 
gents, I've got a minute to kill." A bulldog and a Doberman pinscher. 
The bulldog looked guilty. "Tell me about yourself, bulldog." 

"I'm the Wild Man. The football player." 

"Really? You the big star around here? The guy everybody's always 
talking about?” 

"That's him, officer. The Wild Man." 

The bulldog was eating shit through two straws. The pinscher was 
wearing one of those pimply T-shirts with the little aligator smiling 
as it whiffed the armpit (Wheeley had seen one once that had two 
little alligators humping their little brains out as they whiffed the 
armpit—now that made sense). "Well, hey. I don't follow football 
myself. It bores me to tears." Wheeley started whistling "Moonlight 
Bay" as he continued giving the young dogs the once over. 

"Officer, I'm late for an exam. An innocent bystander late for an 
exam. May the Wild Man and I be excused?" 

"I'm the sheriff, to you, uh..." 

"The Snape Man, to you." 

"Well, the Snape Man, I guess you're finding out much fun it is 
loitering in the vicinity of a perpetration. Tell me your mother's 
religion, quickly now!" 

"Um, est! Hey now, Officer ...". The pinscher, cool, calm and 
collected, was intimidated as hell. 

"Sheriff Wheeley, Snape Man. You following this, Wild Man?" 

"Sheriff Wheeley," the bulldog nodded. 

"Sheriff, that green van's registered to a Clifford Moran, 
Middletown, Connecticut. No warrants." Carstairs was a good boy, 
for an acid casualty (we all have pasts, you know). 


Wheeley sucked in his gut and spent one extra second staring the 
bulldog down before he turned to address the crowd. "Any of you 
civic leaders acquainted with the name or the person of one Clifford 
Moran?" To listen to them, they didn't know from nothing; but a 
goodly share of the market picked out the bulldog to look at. Wheeley 
licked his lips (his head felt fine). "How about you? With the tone of 
voice?" 

The beanpole kid pointed inquisitively at his chest as if there might 
be some question about who Wheeley was picking on. "Oh. Me? No. 
Clifford? Moran? No Clifford Moran, not from me." No big words in 
those sentences. 

Wheeley scanned the crowd ever so slowly, letting the moment 
build. "Anybody's daddy bear that name?" He turned and closed in 
on the culprit's slackening jaw. "That your daddy, Bulldog?" 

"Mark?" the bulldog pleaded. 

"We... they... he didn't really do anything wrong, Officer." 

"Well, I guess I better shake his hand then, hadn't I?” Wheeley 
gave the bulldog's paralyzed limb a high-voltage commendation. 
"Another one, just imagine; and in the same county on the same day, 
too. Well, that's why law enforcement is such a pleasure. Every now 
and again you meet an innocent man." 

"I mean it isn't as if someone had actually been killed." 

Wheeley whipped out his official pad. "What can I call you in my 
little book, your wildness?" 

"Mark?" 

"Clarence Moran." 

"Mark!" 

"Shut up, Wild Man." 

"You got a lot of nerve, Snape Man, and that's what we call a two- 
two-five to two-two-seven, inclusive. Do you know your name, too?" 
The best thing about these two punks was that Wheeley was fairly 
sure neither of them would ever try to kill him. 

"Hydee, Bo-Gus." 

Wheeley winced, he wasn't fond of his first name—his father had 
been a Georgia sharecropper before he got a job with Co-cola and 
eventually migrated to the bottling plant in the Bronx), and wheeled 


to face Gray Easterling. (They used to call Easterling 'Red. He had an 
out-of-state driver's license—Wheeley had tried in vain to discover 
his real Christian name; he was sure it was a million laughs.) The 
coach was armed to the teeth with three long bows and five quivers 
of arrows. "Afternoon, Coach. Bag any dangerous gophers today?" 

"Just out collecting a bit of end-of-the-term driftwood. Doing 
James's job, as a matter of fact. Hello, James." 

"Welcome to the day of reckoning, Coach." Snide. A shade snide. 
Wheeley decided he just might roll over the beanpole one more time. 

Easterling smiled at the two distressed young dogs. "Got you some 
hardened types, I see." 

"Oh, nothing that a little of my wife's cooking won't cure. That's 
what they're sending me home to." 

"You gonna lock 'em up, Bo-Gus? What'd they do? Park in front of 
one of your reelection posters?" Easterling cackled like a masochist 
getting strangled (it was one of his worse qualities). 

"I was in my chemistry exam, and I can prove that, Officer." 

"You're gonna fail, Doby! On conspiracy to ruin my afternoon 
snack, if nothing else. And I'm happy to tell you that's the most 
serious offense in this county; next one is calling me Officer three 
times running in the Space of ten minutes." Wheeley turned on 
James, the nuisance, and beckoned him over to the Trans Am. "What 
you got to say for yourself, Beanpole, in ten words or less?" 

"Bogus Wheeley. Sheriff Bogus Wheeley. And I'll never forget it." 

Gray Easterling almost snickered his lungs out onto the pacement 
(it really was an ugly sound). "Now Sheriff Bo, tomorrow is the last 
day of the term! Run them in and you're just going to have to 
contend with them that much longer." 

"That depends how I behave myself after I run them in. I could fix 
things so nobody has to contend with them ever again. You know 
what these nasty boys have been fooling with, Gray?" 

"Hey ya, Sheriff. What you need?” Old Mitch, the campus security 
chief (chief of himself, that is—and not very effective leadership, at 
that), rolled up in the Silent Phelps Special Electric Three-Wheel 
Patrol Bug (an ideal vehicle to drive to the bathroom in). Mitch could 
have used a shave. 


"Everything is a A-OK under control here, thank you, Mitch. 
Carstairs in there is more than all the help I can handle." 

Mitch eventually managed to step out of the Phelps Special and 
wobbled over to Wheeley's side. "Everything's under control here, 
too, Sheriff. I'm holding up my end. No crime on this campus." Mitch 
could have used a couple of WintOgreen Life Savers, or some 
SensSen. 

Wheeley pulled him aside and kept his voice down. "Get back in 
your box and go find yourself a suspicious looking alley to sleep it off 
in. You're supposed to be on duty, Officer." 

"I'm holding my end up, Sheriff. What happened to the old 
sheriff?" 

"He drank on the job." 

"How's the exodus moving along, Mitch?" 

The old man chuckled and tramped over to breathe on the coach. 
"They're pouring out of here like whisky from a bottle, Gray. You'd 
think we whipped them with chains!" 

Wheeley leaned back against the Trans Am and began scribbling a 
grocery list in his official note pad. He inserted a couple of trilling 
flourishes into his rendition of "Moonlight Bay." 

"Now, Bo. I don't know what window these boys have been 
peeking into, but this drooling beer-belly here is one of my stars. And 
the bursary student type is my equipment manager; I can't do 
without him just now. And this..." Easterling knitted his brow at the 
Doberman pinscher. "You're the boy I caught letting the air out of all 
the basketballs, aren't you?" 

"That was almost three years ago, Coach. And where was the 
harm?" 

"This one's yours, Sheriff." 

Wheeley marched on the beanpole and towered down at him. "You 
—watch your mouth. Especially over my telephone. Especially in the 
midafternoon. Now one, two, three, go!" 

"Thank you, Sheriff Wheeley, for this obligatory display of 
common..." The beanpole shrewdly thought better of it and walked 
off down Ablution. 


"Don't let me down with that inventory, son!" Easterling called, 
waving two of his bows. 

Wheeley fished around and dragged up all the loose change in his 
pocket. He picked out two dimes and turned to the Rich Kid Chorus, 
extending a hand to Clarence Moran. It was more than the bulldog 
could handle. "Take it, Wild Man, quickly!" Moran received his dime. 
Wheeley extended his hand to Mark Snape; the pinscher didn't waste 
a second of his "exam" time. "You boys hang on to these dimes, 
epoxy them to your balls or something, because I just sense that I'm 
going to be called in on your cases sometime in the future; and when 
I am, you're going to get one phone call, each one of you, and if you 
don't have that dime there's a fair chance that none of your near and 
dear are ever going to hear from you again." Wheeley waved his arm 
and they scampered for the corner and darted onto Parapsychology 
Drive, out of range. The crowd of thrill seekers broke. 

"Gray, is it tomorrow we're going after deer? Or the next?" 

"It was supposed to be tomorrow, Mitch." 

No shit? It certainly wasn't Wheeley's idea of a good time to be 
within a hundred yards of Mitch carrying a loaded gun. Easterling, 
whom Wheeley had always liked, either possessed depths of 
compassion he had never suspected him of, or he was... Well, 
Wheeley always did beat him at chess. "You really going to go out 
and face those harsh little creatures with only a bow and arrow, 
Gray? You're a brave man, but I guess you don't have much of a taste 
for venison." 

"When I get old and ornery and can't be a sportsman about it any 
more I guess that's when I'll give up hunting; I hope it is; hope I 
don't ever resort to a scattergun; or my mouth, Bo-Gus." 

"So, you pick me up at the back of Toothy Hall when I punch out at 
dawn, right?" 

"Well, I'll roll by and see what kind of shape you've assumed, you 
old sponge. Whatever is it now, Wheeley?" 

Wheeley was exercising his prerogative. "When my mouth gets 
tired, Gray, you macho sonofabitch, I go hunting with my pen. No 
way this Trans Am is getting off with less than three tickets." 


Chapter Seven 


Wind whipped through the open spaces, moving papers, and 
pressed against the solid surfaces, making noise familiar noise. He 
remembered the way they looked, the tremendous crowd of people 
each with a face, a rising voice. He went down; good to bad, good to 
bad, good to bad; the agony of that moment, spasms of pain and loss 
of power, the crowd ugly and jeering, and then gone forever, as the 
sun went down. The sun went down; he pulled the hood up over his 
ears. 

He was standing in a corner near a small, still fountain filled with 
old rainwater and new plant life. In front of him was an open space 
with two larger men and a short building. He had come to this place 
by following a woman who had caught his eye, who was with another 
woman whom he had seen before with dark blue eyes; but he had 
stopped thinking about the past. 


KEK 


Radish could only listen to local radio so much; and his turntable 
was a piece of acoustical shit; and he owned about five records; and 
he found it impossible to translate Chinese unless he was listening to 
music. But that was okay, because Radish had a tin ear and preferred 
listening to records for years at a time since nineteen seventy-seven 
he had been listening contentedly to a record by the Talking Heads, 
no end in sight. He was planning to knock off after side one played 
through twice more and proceed to writing the conclusion of his 
Abnormal Psychology paper (flip the record to side two for a while). 
After that, maybe hustle up some Twinkies. 

The door slammed open, kicked once, and Radish jolted and 
spoiled his page before he had time to think (this would teach him to 
lock his door). 

"I'm psyched for vengeance, I'm psyched for vengeance!" 

Snape calmly followed Clarence into the room. "Don't pay any 
attention to him. That's only his old football cheer." 


"Why'd you do it, turnip?” The Wild Man burst over to the 
turntable and slapped the needle off the record. 

Radish rose from his desk and, before he could think, slapped the 
Wild Man full in the face so hard that his hand recoiled, reddened 
and seared from the impact. Fortunately for Radish, the Wild Man 
couldn't fucking believe it; he just stood there with his mouth open; 
then he looked at Mark. 

"The information the Wild Man is after is how could you have 
betrayed your friends at Alpha Beta Theta House to the civil 
authorities? I mean if you had sicked Mitch on us we would have 
tried to understand, wouldn't we, Wild Man?" 

Radish's hand was still tingling vividly, splotched red and white. 
He knew Mark pretty well, at least he knew Mark thought that 
Marlon Brando deserved his Oscar for The Godfather; but he didn't 
know whether he should actually be afraid for his personal safety or 
not. 

"I don't know, Mark. It's hard to say about things like that." 
Clarence extended his arms under Radish's armpits and hoisted him 
halfway to the ceiling. 

"No one's dared to call the cops on Alpha since the nineteen 
seventy-eight fire in the girls' locker room, and we've been feeling 
kind of proud of that. Had been feeling. Now we've got to feel other 
things. What do you think we should feel, crumb?" 

"Clarence, my glasses are falling off." They fell off, tumbling down 
to chip one of the Wild Man's front teeth. The Wild Man shook his 
head and Radish swayed in the breeze. "Mark, would I waste my 
energy responding to an Alpha prank if I had any idea who was 
involved? And I spared you, Clarence, when Wheeley asked me about 
Moran." 

"You gave that sheriff my father’s license plate; do you know what 
could have happened to me? I'm going to kill you!" 

"Well then sh-sh! Don't talk about it! Do you know how many 
otherwise flawless murders have been undone by ill-advised threats 
on the part of the killer?" Radish was coming down with an acute 
case of altitude sickness (infirmis vomitomis, or Amelia Earhart's 


disease) and he was afraid the Wild Man's chipped tooth was in for a 
bath. 

"Wild Man, Wild Man, don't do it, brother!" Mark was suddenly 
pleading for Radish's life (Mark was a multifaceted jerk). "Can't you 
see he's making sense? He never meant you any harm, big fella. He 
was just trying to be a good citizen." The Wild Man snarled. Mark 
knocked the melodrama out of his tone and snapped an order. "Wild 
Man, if the word democracy has any meaning to you, put that 
vegetable down!" 

Clarence replaced Radish on the floor. "It means the right to life." 

"You stooges have thrown me at least three songs off schedule. 
Will you get your neuroses out of my room now?" 

"Just think twice next time before resorting to the outside world, 
and don't go transferring to another school. We'll be seeing you in 
September. Come on, Wild Man, let's go collect some old debts." 
George led Lenny from the room, steering him as wisely and as 
protectively as his ego and his limited power allowed. 

Radish picked up his glasses and walked over to start making a 
habit of locking his door. Then he remembered what had happened 
and he stuck his head out into the hall. "One scratch on that record 
and I'm coming after you, Clarence!" 


KEK 


"Don't look so sad. It distracts me." 

"I'm not. I thought I saw someone down in the courtyard." 

"Maybe you did. There are still a few people left on campus." Lisa 
was a bad packer. She was wrinkled for days after she arrived any 
place. But she did her best. 

Courtney went back to scanning her underlinings in Eminent 
Victorians, and making more underlinings. 

Then, after three years of special (domestic) friendship, Lisa 
realized that there was something they never discussed. "How are 
your grades, Court?" 

"Very good." 

"Like B's and A's?" 


"A's and B's." 

"That's great. Your parents must really get a kick out of that." 

"Nah. They're spoiled." 

"I never thought about it before. That's great." Lisa was tickled by 
the idea that she was living with an A student, and she was elated to 
find that Courtney's studiousness got her such concrete results. 

"Yeah. Good grades and cable-car fare will get you to Fisherman's 
Wharf." 

"They might help you get a job. Why are you so snarky today, 
Grim-lin?" 

"What are you going to do for a job?" 

Lisa had never thought about it before she was only a junior). "You 
know. Whatever comes up." 

"Like when you knocked Dean Needleheim on her buns with your 
bicycle and she ended up hiring you, paying you money, to serve on 
the admissions committee. I'd trade every grade on my transcript to 
know how to control my life; how to control people." 

"What are you talking about? What have you been reading?" 
Courtney was usually pitched into these bogs by one of her courses; 
there was no pulling her out the whole time she had spent writing 
her Heart Of Darkness paper (or reading Something Happened). 

"How to relax with people, and make them relaxed. I wish I knew 
how to flirt and be carefree, like Jinny; like Lisa." 

"Well, go to the Greek islands this summer, dear. You talk so..." 

"Oh my, it's finally happened! My!" Little Janet flurried into the 
room quite beside herself because of something to do with a boy (just 
a lucky guess). 

"You've got yourself a new one, at last!" Courtney wasn't in any 
mood for Janet; Lisa was afraid she would go somewhere else to 
study (and maybe cry). 

"A new boy? Never; that wouldn't be news." Janet sat on Lisa's 
bed. 

"Janet must have been the shade you saw out the window, 
Courtney." Lisa pulled the bedspread out from under her, 
encouraging her to stand. 


"Not me. I came in the back way. It looks like I'll have to get used 
to the back way, for a while." Janet sighed and her eyes glazed over 
(she was trying to look soulful). 

"Tell the story, because you have to be leaving." 

"Lisa!" Janet stared at Lisa like she was a great betrayer; that was 
because Lisa was seldom so direct with her. Lisa shied away from 
directness most of the time because it caused people unnecessary 
pain; there were other ways to get things done; but she was in a 
hurry. 

"You know I want to hear your adventure but Courtney and I are 
both feeling out of control in our lives tonight. If we were carefree, 
like Jinny," (Courtney didn't even know anyone named Jinny) "we 
would drink gin and laugh with you till my recital tomorrow 
afternoon, but as it is..." 

Courtney was laughing (yay). "Janet—what ts your gossip?" 

Janet didn't like the way things were going; her huffy expression 
was causing Lisa considerable glee, which was making Lisa feel a 
little ashamed. "Well, where's Jinny, then? I'll tell her." 

"Jinny's a character in a book I'm reading. Janet?" 

"Come on, Janet!" 

That was all the persuading it took; her face started to come 
around. "Guess!" 

Courtney opened her book; she was losing interest, Lisa didn't 
blame her. Lisa spoke. "You're making this kind of difficult." 

"Well it's a sworn secret, I can't just tell it. You have to guess." 

Lisa gave it a second's thought. "Gary pinned you. 

"Yes!" she squealed. 

Courtney closed her book. "Now that's exciting." 

"But don't tell anybody. Not anybody. Not even your parents, even 
though they don't know anybody we know. Gary will kill me if 
anybody finds out." 

"Now that's romantic." 

"Congratulations anyway, Janet." 

"Really. He should be proud; he should be shouting from rooftops; 
he should want people to know." 


"He is proud. It's just that he doesn't want to be treed before he 
gets home for the summer." 

"Treed? Like a fox, tallyho?" 

"Like a dog. It's very against the rules for any Alpha Wave to pin a 
girl. If they catch him at it the boys will tie him to that old tree down 
in front of Toothy and humiliate his body in unspeakable ways until 
his true love, me in this case, comes and claims him. And then he will 
be expelled from Alpha Beta Theta forever. You don't hear too much 
about it because Alpha Waves never pin girls." 

As silly as it was, there was enough chivalry and ritual in it to 
strike a note or two in Lisa's breast. "He must really love you," she 
said. 

"Why didn't you just wait until September, then he won't be a 
Wave any more?" 

Janet liked this; she vamped it up. "Because he was afraid of what 
I might do over the summer." 

"Oh, I see. So now he can rest easy, secure in your vigilant 
chastity." 

"Isn't it great?" 

Lisa laughed, but she knew that this was very serious to Janet, and 
she was glad for her, and she couldn't judge it badly. "Well, let's see it 
then." 

"What?" 

"The pins-and-needles pin!" 

"Oh!" Janet the peacock peeled back her cardigan to bare her 
clingy blouse. 

"Your blouse is naked, Janet." 

Janet saw that this was true and began ransacking her chest. "This 
can't be. He pinned it right on here.” Janet shimmied violently and 
then paused to check her effect. Nothing. She shook out her skirt, 
took off her sweater and shook that beyond a reasonable doubt. 
Courtney began laughing uncontrollably (yay!—but it wasn't a very 
sympathetic response). "It's not funny, and I really don't appreciate 
your being so amused." 

"It's funny, Janet. I found your pin, right where Gary pinned it." 
Courtney reached out and plucked at the small of Janet's back, 


stretching her material. 

Lisa laughed a small burst herself as her mental picture of the 
romantic scene distilled. "Where was your blouse when he pinned 
you? In your lap?" 

"It doesn't really matter where it was. We're in love." 

Poor Janet really wasn't appreciating the laughter, but Courtney 
was appreciating Lisa, and Lisa was appreciating Courtney, and that 
was all Lisa felt prepared to act on for the moment. 

Janet calmly walked out of the room and headed for the back 
stairs. "I'll see you later, Lisa." Her pin still glittered near the waist. 

"Good-bye Janet." 

™ Bye!" Courtney called. 

Lisa had regrets the moment she was gone. She felt mean; couldn't 
break through back to cheerfulness immediately. "I'm envying her. 
Lately I've been wishing I could somehow fall in love; even just for a 
little while." 

"You can. You just haven't." 

"That's also what they say about playing in Carnegie Hall." Lisa 
had really gotten herself into a state. 

"Well. I'd like to fall in love, I guess. If that means anything more 
than I already know about. But I don't envy Janet anything; I just 
can't do that." 

They stared at each other for a minute and then Courtney began 
absently thumbing through her book; then she glanced down at it. 
Lisa had just about finished packing; she couldn't think of anything 
to say; she hoped that playing would lift her out. "Are you going to be 
up tonight?" 

"Well," Courtney closed the Victorians and laid them flat on the 
desk. "I'm prepared, but I feel like reading, so probably as late as you 
come home I'll be sitting here." 

"Good. That will be time for my little bottle of champagne. We can 
toast in the summer." 

"And then toast out your recital and my final exam." 

"Okay," Lisa nodded and smiled. Courtney reached across and 
tugged at Lisa's hand for a few seconds. Lisa walked out of the room 


and headed for the front stairs. "T'll be back," she said. She was 
lifting already. 


KEK 


"You wouldn't believe how empty it is around here." 

"And that's why you come to visit me." Radish flung his door wide 
open and beckoned her in. 

"You sound like it's the first time I've ever done it." 

"I think maybe it is. When Percival hasn't been here, and without 
Lisa." Radish's roommate Percival, who had landed in Tucson by 
now, was probably Lisa and Courtney's best friend at Phelps; but 
Courtney thought Radish was pretty great. 

"Well, here I am. And as far as I could discover, we're the only 
people on this hall." 

"Oh? What does that suggest?” Radish smiled kind of awkwardly 
and Courtney couldn't tell what was going through his convoluted 
mind (or was it?). 

"Maybe poor planning on our part.” The room was bare where all 
of Percival's things had been. Courtney wasn't sure what she would 
say, now that push came to shove and she was alone with Radish. 

"It's a little bleak out here. Let's go back into my room," and he led 
her there. 

Radish's room was far from bleak. The walls were crammed with 
colorful art prints—Picasso's Guernica and several of the more 
graphic pre-Raphaelite passions of Christ; movie posters—old Roger 
Corman classics; and photographs of various executions from 
uremberg to the present day. What little you could actually see of the 
walls and the ceiling were painted deep, light-absorbant red. 

"Do you seem uncomfortable, or is it just me?" he asked as he sat 
at the foot of his bed, leaving her with the corner of the room and the 
two pillows to lean against (what a good host). 

"I've just been thinking about the future. The long future, not the 
short future; and maybe the present, a little." She had been thinking 
about Lisa and wishing things came easy to her. She had reread 


Virginia Woolf's The Waves and it left her feeling like a part of 
something; not a whole; and not the better part. 

"I guess that could make you uncomfortable. I've been reading 
Chinese Department of Animal Resources interdepartmental memos 
myself. They're enough to make you lose your faith in communism 
the bureaucracy they suffer through just to get a decent pork census. 
What would you like to hear?" Radish leaned over and placed the 
needle on a Talking Heads record (which skipped); he quickly turned 
it over to the other side. Then he got down on his hands and knees 
and began peering under his desk and under the bed. "I'm a little 
uncomfortable myself. Can't seem to find my keys. And I just decided 
to really get serious about locking the door, too." In a minute, he was 
back up on the bed. 

Courtney looked out the window and saw a flurry of bending 
branches. She heard the window pane vibrating as the wind gusted. 
In the courtyard below, she saw gentle waves of darkness lapping up 
over everything. (She was going to do a hell of a job on that exam 
tomorrow.) 

"So. Thinking about the future. What do you have in mind?" 

"I don't know. Be a different person. Develop some talents or 
something." 

"What are you talking about? You play the carillon bells 
exquisitely." 

Courtney smiled and decided she would play "Stairway to Heaven" 
and "A Whole Lot of Love" tomorrow, in honor of Janet and Gary's 
celestial union. 

"I mean in terms of delicacy of sound, your playing puts the 
carillon right up there with the dulcet tones of an accordian, or 
bagpipe music even." 

Courtney laughed. "Would you like to come up to the Tower with 
me tomorrow for my noon concert?" 

"Only if I can play something." 

"Can you?" 

"Why not? At least I can figure out taps, or "Three Blind Mice," or 
"The End" from Abbey Road. I'll meet you there." 


"I hope you will." Courtney felt like reading Mrs. Dalloway or 
Howard's End before Lisa got home. She squirmed on the bed. 

"Seriously, though, about your talents. As a kindred spirit, I'd say 
that you have a rare ability to learn. And what may be more 
important, what I envy you, is your ability to communicate what you 
know. I thought your two poems in the last Twinkling Protestant... 
well, I thought one of them was stunning, and the other was very 
craftsmanlike, in spots." 

"Thank you for telling me that, Radish. It makes me feel good." 
She had never thought of thinking as a talent; only knowing, without 
thinking. And it flattered her to hear that Radish the Egg respected 
her intelligence. 

"So I don't really know what kind of big changes you would want to 
make, you know?" 

"Hmm?" 

"About being a different person. You have a lot to lose." 

Courtney smiled at his sincerity; it was sweet (even though he was 
pushing the pep talk unnecessarily far—she basically did know and 
believe all these things). "Yeah. I guess I'll stay about the way I am, 
then.” She stood up; she hoped her sudden departure wouldn't 
disconcert him, but she wanted to have time to skim at least one 
more book before she started drinking champagne. Looking down, 
she immediately regretted having injected her heaviness into the 
conversation; she saw in Radish's face that he had started expecting 
it to be a longer visit. Well, it would be silly to apologize. "I really 
have to get back to work. Thanks for the company." 

"Don't you at least want to wait till the end of the side?" 

Courtney grinned and sat back down on the bed, fluffing up the 
pillows. "Sure!" And they listened to the record play itself out. 


Chapter Eight 


He clattered up the motionless metal steps, trying to maintain the 
quiet, but too clumsy to succeed. Each tap of his loafer soles against 
the escalator resounded through the open space of the concrete and 
marble lobby. It occurred to him that maybe he should take off his 
shoes (maybe he shouldn't have worn loafers in the first place), but 
then he would have to carry them. 

Enough moonlight penetrated in from the skylight high above the 
mezzanine to give everything a murky shade of gray, which was just 
as well, because Gary had been unable to round up a flashlight. He 
had been too busy masturbating and trying to calm down (Janet had 
left in the middle, right after she had gotten the pin); but now he was 
psyched; Gary was psyched. 

Things were quieter along the corridor of offices, but much darker. 
It was Gary's first trip to the Abstruse Studies Center, and he had no 
idea which one might be the office he was after. Something tripped 
him and he staggered forward, trying to catch his balance, and fell on 
his face. It was a cleaning bucket. There was a blind janitor at Phelps 
and Gary wondered whether he might not be lurking there in the 
dark, eating his supper or cleaning out the toilets or something. Then 
he picked himself up and, black against the faintly glowing frosted 
glass above him, he saw it: 


LLEWELLYN CULLWYN 
PROFESSOR OF: 

WELSH 

GAELIC 

AFRIKAANS 

OTHER OPPRESSED TONGUES 


Bingo. Gary tried the door handle. It was locked. Then he 
remembered Mark had told him about the transom. Yes, there it was. 
But it was above the door, not so easy to get to. After a moment's 
contemplation, Gary made his way over to the cleaning bucket. He 
turned the bucket over and used it to achieve that little extra lift. The 


soapy water from the bucket, unfortunately, made the floor under his 
loafers sloshy and difficult not to fall down on, but that could not be 
helped. Gary pushed the transom open and after several tries 
managed to gain a grip on the opening while at the same time 
maintaining a foothold on the doorknob. He really didn't know what 
to do next; his head was through the transom, but most of his body 
was down there by the doorknob—on the wrong side. He tried to pull 
himself up with a titanic burst from the elbows but all he did was lose 
his footing on the doorknob. Then it was inch by inch, with his legs 
dangling wildly, until he was almost doubled over the transom frame. 
He had to put half his strength into flailing his legs back, keeping his 
feet free in space and out of range of the frosted glass. 

The glass shattered and Gary was so startled by the noise that his 
center of gravity shifted and suddenly he was on the floor inside 
Professor Cullwyn's office, rubbing his shoulder. So far, so good, 
except that the puddle had seeped through the door and Gary was a 
little wet. 

Then, beyond the splintered glass panel, from somewhere within 
the building, Gary heard the compressed-air whine of a hallway door 
closing. He inhaled and lay there rigid in the puddle, silently picking 
bits of glass off his pants leg. A minute passed. He exhaled as slowly 
as he could and strained his ears. He was sure he had heard it. The 
smell of his sweat mixed badly with the stink of the dirty mop water 
and Gary thought of Janet. Why was he risking fraternal death for 
her? What was he trying to prove? 

Soon he realized that he was only avoiding his real Gmmediate) 
problem and he inhaled again, concentrating on the distant rush of 
the wind, the only sound he could hear. He couldn't lie there all night 
(it smelled). He eased his way to his feet and tilted his head out the 
gaping hole in the locked door. The corridor was silent, the building 
was Silent, except for the rushing wind outside. 

Gary tiptoed, dripping broken glass, over to the professor's desk. 
There were four piles of paper on it, but they all looked and felt very 
much the same in the dark. Gary decided that he was going to have to 
risk turning on the light. He tiptoed back to the door, slipping in the 
puddle, and flicked the switch. 


The papers on the desk were all Irish Republican Army leaflets. 
The desk drawers and the first two file drawers he opened were also 
filled with political brochures and other things he didn't understand. 
Then it occurred to him what if the exam were written entirely in 
Gaelic? He would never recognize it; he might steal the Basque exam 
by mistake. He whirled and froze. Had someone gone by the door? 
He thought he had caught a glint of something outside, some shape, 
some movement. But there was no sound, and nothing but blackness 
through the jagged door panel. Eye on the door, Gary cautiously slid 
open the third file drawer and there they were in a fat folder printed, 
Gaelic 10b, Final Exam. In English. All it didn't say was Take One, 
but Gary didn't let that stop him (Gary had initiative). 

He pressed his body against them and simultaneously closed the 
three file drawers. Then he gingerly stepped over the puddle of 
broken glass and switched off the light. He thought he heard three 
heavy footsteps plod in the hall, but by the time he was still enough 
to really listen there was nothing. Just the wind and the moonlight. 
He waited for his eyes to adjust to the dimness and then began 
applying himself to the task of making it back over the transom (his 
loafer soles were dangerously slimy for climbing). After one bad fall, 
Gary realized that he could unlock the door, walk through it and then 
reach through the hole to lock it from the outside; it saved him at 
least half an hour (time he could spend with Janet. Or Mark). 

He hurried along the corridor to the mezzanine, where once again 
he echoed uncontrollably. He had reverberated halfway down the 
escalator when he stopped and stood motionless, seized by 
something beyond the scope of his conscious mind; he realized that 
something was very wrong, and it terrified him. He didn't know what 
to do (he didn't know what was wrong). Without knowing why, he 
found himself backing up the escalator and disappearing back down 
Cullwyn's hall. 

The office was just as he had left it and Gary was thinking mainly 
about how soaking wet he was when he snapped a shard of glass with 
the side of his foot. That did it. He realized that in the morning 
Professor Cullwyn or the blind janitor or somebody was going to pass 
by the office, glance at what remained of the door and deduce that all 


was not well in the Gaelic department. The exam might be changed 
at the last minute, and Gary would be the goat (Oh, how Gary hated 
to be the goat!). He gazed mournfully through the moonlit hole, 
stoically accepting the fact that he would never be able to piece the 
window together by morning. He would have given anything if it 
were undone, if it had just never happened; but he knew that that 
wasn't the way the world worked. Gary knew how the world did 
work, though. 

He picked up the cleaning bucket and walked along the hall, 
methodically smashing office windows as he went. By the time he 
made it over to the mezzanine he felt satisfied that he could leave (in 
fact, he was anxious to leave). He bounded onto the escalator, trying 
to ignore the chaotic resonance of his every move. Then he heard, 
distinctly, no question about it, the echoing creak of someone trying 
the front door. It didn't seem to open, but Gary didn't really wait 
around to find out. 

In a split second he had resounded back into the corridor and 
crunched along through twenty-five feet of broken glass. He paused 
to consider his course of action. The noises from the lobby were 
muted and indistinct, but there were noises. Gary determined that, 
having gone this far, there were no sensible alternatives left available 
to him. He dashed to the end of the hall to see what was there. 

Nothing was there. A window looking down on the shimmering 
dead end of Parapsychology Drive. The only way in or out of the 
building that Gary could think of was through the lobby window he 
had pried open, and now Mitch the security guard, or whoever else it 
was who was on the job to expel and indict him, surely blocked his 
path. Gary stood fanning his sweating brow with the introductory 
Gaelic exam, straining to see down the corridor and find out what he 
was facing. But he couldn't see anything; the broken glass didn't 
crunch to announce an arrival. 

Gary paced back along the corridor, trying doors as he went. One 
door pushed open; Gary stood there in the pitch black as the door 
hissed shut behind him. He could smell that he was in a bathroom; 
even Gary was savvy enough to know that they would get him in a 
bathroom; he turned around. 


Everything was locked offices; even if he had been convinced that 
it would save him, Gary didn't think he had the stuff to get over 
another transom. Finally another door pushed open. 

Gary stood in the pitch black, sorry he had ever left Topeka. The 
door swung heavily shut behind him and Gary heard a click. "Oh, 
hell," he whimpered, whirling around in a panic, but there wasn't 
even a handle to grab; just a smooth-surfaced, heavy, sealed door. 
Wherever he was, that's where he was starting out from. He turned 
to face it, it was very dark. He was very unhappy until his gropings 
turned up a railing along the wall, and even then he was pretty 
unhappy. 

He followed the railing until he tripped and tore his pants on a 
flight of stairs, going up. He turned around and followed the railing 
in the other direction past the door, hoping to find the counterpart 
stairway heading down. Half a flight down, Gary found it. He inched 
his way along, sidestepping down, kicking himself in the shins as he 
went, until he hit a wall. He turned a corner and continued down and 
then things went from pitch-black to dark gray in more ways than 
one. Gary honestly thought that things were going better and that 
maybe he would survive. He hit another wall (which he saw in 
advance) and made another turn. He started feeling pretty secure, in 
fact, he felt good enough t° start feeling terrible about his husbandry 
exam. 

But then he hit another wall and made another turn and passed a 
naked light bulb sputtering dark orange. And when he hit still 
another, he turned with it but his confidence was really waning, even 
though he could see perfectly. There were doors every two turns, but 
they were all heavy and none of them had even the remotest nub of a 
handle. 

And then there was a door with a fat round knob, and it even 
turned and the door even opened. But Gary knew that he was in the 
basement (a basement). He emerged into a large darkened hallway 
dominated by a low pitched whine. He didn't like the dark and he 
didn't like the whine and he didn't like the climate, which was 
piercing cold through his soaked rags. There was only one way to 
walk for a while, then suddenly there were two; Gary was having 


serious fantasies about turning himself in. He could ditch the test, 
plead temporary insanity on the vandalism, and cop a semester with 
the head shrinker. He was about to ditch the test when he heard the 
loud thuds of someone echoing through a stairwell somewhere. 

He chose way number two and ran. He passed a locked boiler 
room and reached a staircase. But he had no idea if this was the 
stairwell he had heard echoing or not; besides which, it went up and 
down. Well, it was pretty quiet now. Gary closed the door behind him 
(no big deal, though; it had handles) and tentatively bounded up a 
flight; then another; then it got pitch-black again and Gary sobbed 
(not like crying, like very unhappy), but he kept creeping along. Then 
he heard footsteps again, thudding regularly along the stairs. He 
stood clutching the railing (and cursing the test), trying to decide 
whether the steps were coming from above him or from below him; 
either way, they were definitely coming, plunking louder and more 
continuously all the time. 

Gary tore a bite out of the exam and began chewing. He spat it out 
violently. He wasn't going to have time. He spat again, determining 
that Janet was all that a man could reasonably ask for and that he 
had been a fool to want to join Alpha Beta Theta House in the first 
place (he was really sincere about this). He ripped another bite out of 
the test just for spite. 

Then he stepped up and there was no stair, but in his gropings, he 
found a doorknob and turned it. Moonlight flooded the stairwell. 
Gary relaxed a degree (whatever that meant; his muscles were jelly 
by now) and thought maybe he was still alive. He stepped out under 
the lobby skylight and started to look around. 

He heard the sound of a sneaker squeak beside him and fingers 
touched his neck. He screamed loudly (embarrassingly soprano) as 
he went down and someone was on top of him, hand over his mouth. 
Gary thrashed in spasms trying to free himself with instinctual 
frenzy, but there was too much pressure on him. Soon he could move 
nothing—his limbs, his torso, his head were all immobilized and his 
thrashing was reduced to a cataclysmic internal twitch. 

"We got him." 

"Looks like someone else got to him first." 


"Oh, you won't notice that bullshit in just a short time." 

"Good evening, Wave. Is this it? This is it; enough of it, anyway." 

Mark crouched over him, examining his examination, pleased. 
Gary couldn't believe it. Tears of joy began streaming down his face, 
onto the side of the Wild Man's hand (Wild Man was taking care of 
Gary from the shoulders up; two other Alpha Brothers were pinning 
his body). 

"God, he's wet." The Wild Man wiped his hand in Gary's hair, 
freeing Gary's mouth. 

"You did a great job, Wave." 

"Oh, Mark. You don't know. I've got to go study for my husbandry 
exam." They didn't seem to be letting him go. "I don't know if I can 
go on being an Alpha Wave." 

"You can't." 

"I think I may have to quit." Gary drifted into a panting fit. He 
almost blacked out. He relaxed under the gentle pressure of all the 
firm, dominating hands. "I don't know..." 

"You can't; not right this minute. You're about to be chastised most 
notably by your brothers; you're about to be treed." 


KEK 


It was true that he had hoisted a couple or three, but it was really 
the '‘ludes that were in control. He laughed and laughed and when he 
grabbed Debbie, his arm went so far around her he got half a hand 
on one of her titties. She was singing "Everybody's Got a Hungry 
Heart" with the other Debbie while Sarah Plotkin clapped. 

He walked over to the tree surgeon's bag and squirted himself a 
large handful of Crest. 

"You gonna do some, Wild Man?" Debbie asked. "I thought you 
weren't going to do any." 

"I'll do some for you," he said, clenching his fingers and walking 
toward the tree. 

"I don't know who told you that you get expelled, but it's simply 
not true." 


"Mark, let me go. Please!" The little Wave was talking through his 
nose in a very low tone of voice. 

"As soon as your true love comes and claims your body, your 
treeing is over and you continue to be a Wave in good standing at 
chapters of Alpha Beta Theta strategically placed all over the United 
States and Canada. Now what this ritual is about..." 

"Mark," he honked. 

"..1s the testing of young love. We don't want to prevent young 
love; far from it." 

"Aah!" 

"We merely seek to test it and determine if it is true. For only true 
love is Alpha Beta love. You have simply, and heroically, I might 
add..." 

"Oh, Mark!" 

"... decided to take the test (everyone passes). That's all. No bad 
blood." 

"Elizabeth!" 

The Wave was really spread and staked out against the tree (the 
Wild Man had tied him, mostly). Muthafuckin' Willy Romaine, 
because he was a senior ("So what?" the Wild Man had said. This was 
the first treeing in five years they said, and who the fuck knew when 
there would be another one?) had got elected tree surgeon and he 
was doing some voodoo with shaving cream, Ajax, and a toilet brush. 
Other guys were dripping Elmer's glue in between his toes, smearing 
his face with Crisco, and Jim Stretzel was shaving the hair on his 
arms (that was a good one—"Don't move now, Gary!"). 

"Didn't anybody bring a radio?" 

"What's the matter? You don't like our singing?" 

"Get out of my way!" 

Romaine and the others made room (they better) and watched 
respectfully as the Wild Man slapped his hands onto the sides of the 
Wave's legs and began smearing the toothpaste into his hairs and 
skivvies. 

"Elizabeth, what are you doing, for Christ's sakes? Run and get 
Janet, will you? Run, you bitch!" 

"Gary, I've never heard you talk like that in my life!" 


"Give me a brush." Someone handed him a toilet brush. "No, a 
little brush." He took a toothbrush and began scouring the paste into 
the Wave's pink flesh till it had to smart. 

"Do it, Wild Man!" 

"Make him know!" 

The Wild Man backed off and drew some supplies from the tree 
surgeon's bag. Romaine didn't like it, but surely he wasn't going to 
say anything. 

"Well , somebody do something to him!" 

A few guys moved in with shaving cream and some more spray 
paint. 

"I'm not through!" The Wild Man said and returned to his post. He 
broke an egg over the Wave's head and planted the shells on his 
knobby little shoulders, grinding them in. 

"Waahoo!" 

"Make him sorry, Wild Man!" 

"I'm sorry," the Wave honked. 

Then the Wild Man squirted half a bottle of Lemon Fresh Joy into 
his chest hair. 

"Ooooh," the Wave groaned. 

Wild Man squirted the bottle in his mouth. 

"Wild Man, Wild Man, Wild Man!" The crowd chanted, just like 
during the season. 

"Okay, now for the hose!" 

"Not yet, Muthafuckin' Willie." 

The crowd stopped chanting. "Hey now, Wild Man, just who's the 
tree surgeon here?" 

"He is the surgeon, Wild Man." Mark said. "And we've got to go 
memorize our exam." 

Wild Man scowled at Romaine until Romaine was plenty scared. 
Oh fuck, it was time for the hose. He ran off and got it, turning it on 
to a trickle. "Okay, Muthafuckin' Willie, yet's go!" 

"Elizabeth? Are you still out there?" 

Romaine picked up the fire extinguisher with the freezing smoke 
in it and Wild Man began drizzling water onto the Wave's crud- 
covered toes. As quickly as the Wild Man dripped, Romaine froze it 


to that spot. The Wave squirmed and someone scraped his foam 
covered ear with a toilet brush. 

"I don't know what's with your true love, Wave. Maybe you've 
made an unfortunate choice." 

"Oh, Mark, this really hurts!" 

Wild Man soaked his already pretty soaked skivvies and Romaine 
scored. 

"Go, Willie!" 

"Doctor Dioxide!" 

The Wild Man looked over and caught Debbie's eye. She blew him 
a kiss. She was pretty ugly, but she loved to fuck hard. And she was 
okay, too. He circled the hose over the Wave's patch of hair, as if he 
were an herb garden. He had to laugh when he saw the Wave 
stretching his neck to get away, his painted little face streaked with 
fabric softener and tears. 

"Smoke him out, Willie!" 

Someone came with the bucket and everyone began taking 
handfuls of ice cubes. Willie walked up to the Wave and pulled the 
waistband of his skivvies as far as it would stretch, beginning the 
closing ceremony. "We have brought you to the Tree, and we're going 
to leave you on the rocks." 

Wild Man muscled in and spiked his two handfuls into the kid's 
shorts. Then he retreated to wrap his arm around Debbie. 

"Is that it, honey?" 

"Uh-huh. You want more?" 

"No. It was fun. Better than studying for a religious studies exam!" 

"How about us all going and getting some pizza?" the other Debbie 
asked. She was with John Farber, a third-string split-end. 

"No." 

"We've got to get something to eat." 

"I'm not hungry." The Wild Man walked back over to the Tree. 

"You're always hungry!" Debbie laughed. 

The other Debbie did too. He didn't like it. 

"Well, that's about all there is to it, Wave." Mark said. "Are you still 
in love?" 

"T never felt anything like this before, Mark." 


"Well, that's love, Wave. Congratulations. Maybe we'll do this 
again when you get engaged." 

"Let's set him on fire, Mark," 

"Oh, Wild Man, please..." 

"The Wild Man is only kidding, Wave. Can't you tell a joke when 
you hear it?” 

The Wild Man was only kidding. He cracked up. He wanted a beer. 

"Seriously, though. You aren't expelled from Alpha." 

"Fuck you, Mark." 

"I know exactly how you feel. Anyone would be a little sullen if 
they had lived this long and their true love was still watching on 
closed circuit TV somewhere. But as the night wears on... Do you 
have an extra sweater, Wild Man?" 

"In the van." 

"Good. Thanks. I'll get it later. As the night wears on, Wave, you 
will come to realize that there's a point to all this. You've suffered 
through a bitter initiation. But you've made it. Now, the fun starts. 
You'd be a fool to throw out the baby after you've already swallowed 
the bath water." 

"Fuck you up the ass, Mark." 

"Gary Washkind, Alpha Brother. I like it." Mark gave Wild Man a 
little tap and they walked away from the Tree, following everybody 
else into the dark, leaving just the wind and the Wave. 


Chapter Nine 


It's amazing how things change from minute to minute. One 
minute you're deeply in love and the next minute you're having 
dinner with this strange boy you've never really talked to before from 
your Urban Blight class (oh, you're still in love; but it's changed). 
One minute you're so mad you're never going to talk to someone 
again, and a few hours later you're sitting on a stone bench in their 
courtyard counting the windows across to see whether their light is 
on. 

The wind gusted and Janet did up the buttons of her thin, pale 
yellow sweater. Janet stood up from the bench, adjusted her skirt, 
and walked toward Morpheus Hall. 

It was dead. Deader than Janet had ever seen it. There were two 
people in the lounge, but both of them were studying. Janet had had 
her last exam that afternoon (chemistry, oh, God), but she was going 
to stay around Phelps for another two days and play (well, she 
wouldn't have gotten pinned if she had gone back to Staten Island, 
would she?). The stairs were covered with garbage (mostly things to 
do with food) from some celebration and Janet nearly slipped on a— 
oh, God—on a used rubber (some people were so disgusting). 

On the second floor, the doors to a lot of the rooms were wide 
open; the floors were littered with paper and tattered old art posters; 
the mattresses were bare; the desks had no books. Janet walked into 
Sandra Chaplan's' room (she had never been in it before); the 
windows banged every time the raw breeze picked up (Janet closed 
them because she was still freezing); the desk was lined with all kinds 
of brown and green beer bottles. Sandra was one of the most popular 
girls at school, even though she wasn't very pretty; she was always 
with a crowd of guys (never just one for more than a minute), and 
girls, and she played the main girl in Our Town in the fall, and she 
was the coxswain for the crew team. Janet had sat at her table once 
at dinner and she was funny and never seemed to stop talking. She 
had left no trace of herself in the room (even the garbage can was 
empty), so Janet left. 


The closer she got, the sillier she felt. She knocked on Ellen 
Bugliano's door (because she knew her and because it was closed and 
because it was right nextdoor to Lisa's room) and then, when it was 
obvious there was no one home (Ellen was probably over at Rick's), 
she knocked much louder, cupping her mouth toward Lisa's door. 
"Ellen? Are you in there?" 

Lisa was Janet's only really good friend, who was a junior. They 
had met in a film appreciation class at the beginning of the term and 
Janet had thought Lisa was very pretty from the start but she had 
never known how pretty until they had lunch together a few times (in 
fact, she had found Lisa a little boring, always talking about things in 
the movies they saw which Janet had either thought were unrealistic 
or which she didn't remember at all). Then Lizzie had seen them 
together one day and she told Janet that Lisa was Lisa Swan, who 
any boy at Phelps would gratefully hand over one of his balls to, and 
Janet had felt so immensely pleased and flattered that she had gone 
out and immediately bought Lisa a dozen yellow roses and they had 
been friends ever since. Until she had laughed at her today, but that 
wasn't anything; Janet needed to talk to someone older. 

"Yeah?" 

"It's me, Janet." It was her, Courtney. "Is Lisa there?" 

"Come on in." 

Janet opened the door. She liked Courtney in some ways (she was 
a junior, too), but Courtney frequently laughed at her (she was a 
snotty bitch). 

"Congratulations on your plighted troth, Janet. I hope that you 
and Gary have semesters of happiness ahead of you, and I'm sorry if 
we weren't a good audience this afternoon." 

Janet didn't know what a "plighted troth" was, but Courtney 
sounded very sincere. She was sitting at her desk writing what looked 
like a list of things (or poetry). "Oh, that's okay. Just tell Lisa that 
they closed Bunch, so I'm staying in a room in Willow. Two-Sixteen, 
if she wants to come by later." 

"I don't think she will... be able to. Anything you want me to tell 
her?" 


Janet was very disappointed. She couldn't talk to Robin or Lizzie 
about it (they didn't know anything). "No, it's not that kind of thing." 

"Okay." Courtney turned back to her legal pad. 

"Studying?" Janet asked. 

"No, just..." Courtney looked up at Janet. She could really be very 
pretty, if she would fix herself up a little. "Would you like to sit down 
for a minute?" 

Janet was too touched by Courtney's sudden burst of friendliness 
to decline. "Oh, thanks." She sat on Lisa's bed. 

"Actually Lisa's... well, I was hoping you might be Lisa at the door. 
Even though it's a little early. Both of us are going to be up working 
all night. Isn't it a grind? There just isn't any time for your friends." 

"Courtney, about that song for tomorrow..." 

"The skies will be filled with Led Zeppelin. I haven't forgotten." 

Janet was pleased she had remembered. "I'm not sure it's a good 
idea." 

"Why? Has Gary gone over to country and western?" 

"Tt isn't that." 

"Oh. Uh, there's nothing no, couldn't be. He didn't take back that 
old pin, did he?" 

Janet pulled her sweater back to show the pin; it was such a pretty 
pin, but... "I just don't know," she said, wrinkling her delicate 
eyebrows. 

"Oh, and you were so happy this afternoon. Life really sucks, 
doesn't it?" Janet didn't like that expression. "What happened? Did 
you meet the guy? I mean I know you're crazy about Gary, but I mean 
the guy, like for the rest of your life?" 

Janet giggled. "Don't I wish! No, it's just Gary. Me and Gary, and 
Alpha Beta." Janet sighed. 

"Tell a friend." 

"Huh?" 

"California supermarket joke. You don't like ABT?" 

"Oh, I love ballet. It's that fraternity I can't stand. Do you know 
when Mark Snape came and led Gary off today? Like an absolute 
sheep? Well, when he came back he wouldn't even tell me what Mark 


wanted him for. He said it was ‘confidential fraternity intercourse.’ 
Now what does that mean?" 

"I don't know, but I bet Mark told him to say it." 

"Courtney, I'm just not sure I want to be going out with, and 
staying in with, and getting pinned by, a boy who's so controlled by 
something other than me." 

"Well ..." 

"I mean the other day he was supposed to take me into Hancock to 
see Star Wars: Still Not the End, but then that Wild Man in Alpha 
wanted to come along and, of course, Gary had to say yes (I could 
have killed him, I was so mad). And then the Wild Man wanted to 
drive the car, and Gary said yes, which I didn't really mind until we 
got out on the road. Courtney, he honked at everyone who was going 
less than seventy-five miles an hour! He must not have taken his chin 
off the horn for more than fifteen seconds the whole time we were in 
the car. Well, at least we got to the valley a little early. But the Wild 
Man wanted to go buy some beer. I said we were going to be late for 
the movie and he turned around and looked at me like he was ready 
to... I don't know what, because he drove us straight into Lake 
Bananasquonset!" Janet was too upset to go on. 

"Aw. Did you make the movie?" 

"Of course not. And we had to wait three hours for the bus back to 
Phelps. And Gary didn't have immersion insurance. And _ that 
horrible Wild Man sang Eddie Cantor songs the whole time. That's 
what I'm talking about. Do I really want to involve myself with a boy 
who's so involved with other boys?" 

"Well, what about the tackle?” 

"Dave?" 

"Dave was heavily into fraternal intercourse, and that worked out 
for a whole..." 

"But Dave was a man, in his way. That was his problem. I'm not 
quite ready for men yet." 

"I'm impressed to hear you say that. It's very perceptive." 

"I'm pretty in touch with my feelings. I've told several friends 
about Gary, and they all think it's a mistake." 

"I thought it was a big secret?" 


"It was when I thought I was going to go through with it. What do 
you think?" 

"What do I think? I think... it's a... woman to... girl to girl, Janet, 
it's not that big of a deal. Keep the pin for the summer, in the drawer 
if you want. I mean, you like him." 

"I love him, Courtney, I just don't know if I can stand his lifestyle. 
What do you think of fraternities?" 

"I think they... serve a purpose. I mean I don't know how most of 
the people in them would manage to spend their time if they didn't 
exist. I'm sure they would find ways, but... maybe fraternities are a 
good thing." 

"You never joined one," 

"A sorority?" 

So, she was snotty? "Yes. I mean I'm sure you could have gotten 
in, right?" 

"TI think I would have flunked hazing." 

"Oh, it's not nearly so bad for girls." 

"I bet you're wrong. But anyway, no, I never joined one. Lots of 
people never join one and some of them are very happy and go on to 
live long and productive lives. It's one of those take-it-or-leave-it 
things, like lunch at the cafeteria." 

"Hmmm," Janet said, mulling it over. "But you think " I should 
keep the pin?" 

Courtney laughed, and it reminded Janet with a jolt of what 
Courtney used to be like before she got so friendly. "I don't know, 
Janet! I think you should give it back or stop talking about it. One or 
the other. You could get the boy in serious trouble." 

"I think it would be kind of sexy if he had to go through agony for 
me!" 

"Well, that's the eleventh warning sign of true love; keep the pin. I 
have to be getting back to my own problems now, Janet. All right?" 
Courtney fanned herself her legal pad clutched in both hands. 

"All right. Sure.” Janet rose as Courtney rose and followed her over 
to the door. "Didn't you say that Lisa was going to be back soon?" 

"Yes. But she's really going to be too busy even to chat." 


"Oh, that's okay. I just want to say hello and tell her something. 
One quick thing. Could I stay here and just, like, read till she comes?" 

"Janet, couldn't you just..." 

"T'll leave you alone. I know you have to study. I have to study, 
too." Janet regretted saying this immediately, because she hadn't 
brought any books with her. "But I'll wait just a few minutes and read 
or something." 

"That'll be fine,” Courtney said, slamming the door. She walked 
back over to her desk and picked up a book and a hi-liter. 

Janet sat back down on Lisa's bed and picked up a magazine. 

"Just one quick thing to Lisa. Then you have to let her get to 
work." 

"I just want to say good-bye, really." 

"I'm sorry to be so harsh about it, but Lisa's too gregarious for her 
own good sometimes; I have to make sure she gets things done." 

"I understand, Courtney, I..." 

"Okay. Now let's really study." She placed her pointing finger 
across her lips and turned to read. 

Janet began leafing through the magazine (it was The New Yorker) 
looking at the cartoons; she didn't think they were funny (she didn't 
get them). She thought about something Rob had said at lunch. He 
never read magazines in dentists' offices because he didn't want 
them to pollute his mind. Well, it was more the way he said it. Gary 
was a great guy; the best; if they didn't fight all the time, maybe Rob 
never would have started to happen. 

Janet reached the end of the magazine. "Did I tell you about this 
guy Rob from my Urban Blight class?" 


KEK 


"Oh, Janet, you complete and brainless idiot, you!" Elizabeth 
banged on the door one more time. "Why did you do this to me?" She 
had just left her room for a teeny study break; she still had fifteen 
treaties, seventeen diplomats, five failed revolutions, four major 
conferences, and the Boer War to memorize. She had a little time to 
watch Gary getting treed (maybe, oh, why not have a beer), but she 


had none of the "lots of time" it was taking her to find Janet (to not 
find Janet?). 

Bunch Hall, where Janet used to live, as far as Elizabeth could 
remember (and she ought to), was locked. At first Elizabeth couldn't 
believe it; then she didn't know what to do. Then she wandered 
around for absolutely hours, forgetting battles by the minute, until 
she finally found Mr. Bagleman, the Phelps police officer. Then it 
took Mr. Bagleman absolutely hours to come around, and absolutely 
days to find the information she needed, written on a greasy, 
disgusting memo in the trunk of his pretend-car. 

Now Elizabeth was all the way over in Willow Hall and farty little 
Janet wasn't even in her room. Oh, God, they must have left poor 
Gary alone by now. She could just go and untie him herself. 

Elizabeth had set out from Willow Hall intending to do just this 
very thing, but as she walked she started to think about it and she 
realized that Alpha Beta Theta almost definitely must have a torture 
prescribed specifically for those who somehow violated the ritual of 
the Tree (which she had once considered doing, long ago). Where 
could that girl be? 

"Excuse me, do you know Janet Creaturehoff?" She walked up to a 
perfect stranger passing her as she walked across the football field. 

"No, but your lipstick is really, really smudged. Your mascara, 
well... No, I don't know her." The man walked on. 

Elizabeth was a little upset by this unhelpful man, but she was 
mostly upset about the fifteen diplomats (or were there seventeen?). 

"What's your name?" the man called over his shoulder. 

"Elizabeth... none of your business!" 

The man turned and laughed at her as he walked away. 


Chapter Ten 


He wasn't cold any more. He felt the warm moonlight radiating 
down, penetrating the layers of his skin and simmering his blood (he 
was hallucinating for the first time). 

"I'm fine, I'm fine, I'm fine. Nine fine boys they all felt fine. I feel 
fine. I feel fine. And I've got a fine woman in Janet, even if she's 
decided to go back to New York and leave me here to freeze my cods 
off. She's fine, she's fine, she's just fine. I swear I will take her unto 
wife, partaking of the sacrament, at the first available moment." Gary 
had succumbed to a profound and inexplicable (a miracle) religious 
conversion in the past million thoughts. "JANET?!" 

He thought he heard a noise (this was not a first). The wind rasped 
and howled, obscuring all other sound. Gary felt fine (he had found a 
source of infinite comfort in Him). "Janet!" he shrieked. "Don't do 
me like this!" His thoughts strayed impurely to Tom Petty and he 
immediately felt ten degrees warmer (just warm enough to feel cold 
—he was punished). "Janet, are you out there?” His biggest regret 
was that the Tree he was spread-eagled against was so wide he 
couldn't see around to the other side at all; no, his biggest regret was 
that his wrists were so chafed and burned by the ropes that he was 
sure they were bleeding—although he couldn't stretch his head far 
enough to see them and make sure; no, his biggest... 

He definitely heard a footstep from somewhere behind the Tree. 
"Oh, hello! Can you save me, please, whoever you are? Please, I could 
still pull out a C in husbandry if you saved me now!" Gary knew that 
was a prideful thought and he tried to drive it from his mind. 

Gary craned to the left, listening for another footstep. A man's 
rough hand grabbed him on the right shoulder; Gary ripped several 
tendons in his neck and scraped his shoulder against the Brillo-bark 
of the Tree as he wrenched around to meet it. It was old Mitch. 
"Officer Bagleman! Thank the Lord who saw fit to tie me to this tree! 
Can you help me, Officer?" 

"What brand of relief you in search of, Saint Sebastian?" 


"In God's name, please untie me.” Gary knew he didn't mean that. 
It was a thinly disguised prideful thought. He meant, In Gary's 
name! "Please, Mitch, as a charitable act." 

"T'll tell you what I could do, though. I'll leave you my cap, to kind 
of guard you some against the winds.” Mitch took off his cap and 
began to put it onto Gary's head, but then he didn't. "Nah. You'd only 
make it greasy and disgusting. Hard to wash a hat, you know. Thanks 
anyway will do." 

"Do you have a pocketknife, Mr. Bagleman? Please, try to 
concentrate." 

"I don't have to concentrate to know whether I got a knife or not, 
Frosty. I got one all the time." 

"Do you think you could steady your hand long enough to cut just 
one of the ropes? I could do the rest." 

Old Mitch looked at him uncertainly and Gary prayed. "If that 
would ease your torment, son, I'd be glad to do it." Mitch fumbled 
through several pockets, whistling "My Funny Valentine," before he 
came up with his blade. Gary was surprised how shiny and new it 
was; it looked real sharp too—even Mitch would be able to cut him 
loose in just seconds. (Thank you, Jesus!) 

Old Mitch groaned as he bent down and neatly lopped the bond 
restraining Gary's right leg. "There we go! All right?" 

"That's uh ... Do you think you could manage another one?" 

"Now, Boy, don't disappoint me. We was talking one rope and here 
we go. Pretty soon you're gonna start asking me to untie you again." 

"I know I don't deserve it." 

"That's not for me to decide, Saint Sebastian. I'm just an employee, 
maintained to keep the peace; period. Things are calm as Lake 
Bananasquonset on the day of the big boat race right now." 

"I'll make you a rich man, Mitch." He didn't know if there was 
anything in the Bible against saying that or not, but it seemed like 
the thing to do. 

"You're Treed, aren't you, Saint Sebastian?" 

"Yes, Mitch. I am." 

"You got any notion, under all that gook, what they'd do to anyone 
that did anything more for you than I care to anyway? Anyone but 


that one special person?" 

"I guess they might try something." 

Mitch laughed at Gary. "Something? Saint Sebastian, you're 
talking through your hat. You have no idea! But I ain't scared." 

"No?" 

"Nah. I been around long enough to know how to handle these 
punk rockers, or whatever they're calling themselves these days." 

"That's good, Mitch. That's real good." 

"Only thing of it is that I think you're getting a good deal." Mitch 
pulled a silver flask from his hip pocket. "My twenty year testimonial 
from Dean Cleaner," he said, displaying it proudly. 

"Tell me how, Mitch? I want to hear this; it confirms a suspicion 
I've been having myself." 

"Man takes a woman, he's got to pay the price. The sooner you 
learn that, the sooner you'll be educated. That's what friends is for, 
Saint Sebastian." 

"But you're not my friend, Officer Bagleman; I barely know you. I 
bet you don't even know my name!" 

"That's a ringer, Sebastian! You got you a good bet there, if you can 
find someone to take it. What I will do, though, is drink a parting 
toast with you. To your ultimate redemption!" 

"Hallelujah!" Gary found himself saying, without half-meaning to 
(it was profound and inexplicable). 

Mitch took a long pull and his silver flask caught the moonlight, 
causing Gary to squint (he felt something crack on one of his 
eyelids). "Aah!" Mitch pointed the flask at Gary's face. 

"No thank you, Officer Bagleman. I've sworn off hard liquor. If you 
could try to find, or if you happen to run into a girl called Janet 
Creaturehoff—comes up about to my shoulder, mousy hair, no 
distinguishing marks... that's my shoulder when my arms are at my 
sides, I mean." 

"Nothing hard about this nectar, Saint. I guess you'll have yours on 
the rocks, then." 

It burned in places Gary thought he didn't have any more. Gary 
smiled, agonized, relieved. 

"Hee hee. I like your smile. It's appealing. Night-night little Wave." 


Gary's soul was heaving with temptation. "Fuck you, Mitch, up 
the... God be with you, Officer Bagleman!" 


KEK 


"IT don't know! Yes. Everybody goes through changes like that at 
sometime in their lives, sure. It's certainly nothing to be worried 
about at your age." 

Courtney knew so many things; it was terrific talking to her; Janet 
was literally glowing with the satisfaction of having made such an 
interesting new friend. "I guess you're right," she said. 

"Janet CREATUREHOFF!" 

"Who is that?" 

"It sounds like Lizzie." Janet walked over to the door and looked 
out into the hall. "In here, Lizzie. In Courtney and Lisa's room." 

Lizzie really looked as though she had been through the mill. 
"Don't tell me. You've been in Morpheus the whole time, right?" 

Janet laughed knowingly. "What happened to history, huh?" 

"Janet, you have to get your butt down to Toothy Hall, but good 
and fast! They're Treeing... they've Treed Gary. God, Janet, it was so 
funny! Well, you wouldn't have thought so. Get going! He might 
really be starting to suffer, it's cold out there." 

Janet stepped back into the room and looked at Courtney. "Oh, no. 
That's so childish. I don't really care to have anything to do with it." 

"Well, I'm going; to study. I've done all I can do for the little 
pimple. Your little pimple, Janet." Lizzie thought she was so cool; she 
turned away with this dumb wink. 

"Your face is ruined!" Janet alerted her (as a friend), and closed 
the door behind herself. "Can you believe that kind of immature 
behavior from people who are supposed to be in college?" 

"Well. You know what I think?" 

"You think the same thing, don't you?" 

"Well of course. But I think it's one of those times when you have 
to cast your feelings of the moment aside, how ever strong they 
might or might not be, and just face up to your personal 
responsibilities. You know what I mean, Janet?" 


Janet paced over to the edge of Lisa's bed and sat down, 
straightening her skirt. Courtney sounded very right, but Janet did 
not know what she meant. "You mean I should go study?" 

"No, that's what I meant before. Now I mean that you've got to go 
deliver Gary from bondage, no matter what you think of Alpha Beta 
Theta." 

"You know, I don't know but sometimes I really think that Mark 
Snape is kind of cute. I mean he's bossy, but I think that can be kind 
of cute sometimes." 

"Janet, do you love Gary?" 

Janet had felt such a wide range of feelings over the last hour 
(about such a wide range of people) that she really didn't know how 
to answer. "Yes; yes, I think I really do. Very much." 

"Well, from a practical standpoint, that doesn't even matter. 
Because of his fathomless devotion, goaded on by you..." 

"I've got to go save him!" 

"Right." 

"No, I really do, Courtney!" Janet jumped up and rushed to the 
door, adjusting her skirt. "He's really all I've got in the world, and 
he's out there, suffering, for us!" 

"It's sexy, too. Don't forget that." 

"Oh, it'll be sexy when I get there, anyway! Gary's not going to be 
sorry about this for very long." 

"Thatta girl! Prove it all night!" 

"Just say good-bye to Lisa for me when she gets home, okay!" 
Janet raced down the corridor, past Sandra Chaplan's room, toward 
the stairwell. 

"Cross my heart!" Courtney laughed (she was great). 

"Have a good summer, Courtney!" Janet called as she turned to 
round the banister. 

It was cold; Lizzie was right. Janet buttoned up her thin sweater as 
she hurried past the courtyard and proceeded along the Walpurgis 
Walkway toward Ablution and the quad. Janet giggled because she 
was thinking about Mark Snape. Doing it; she was thinking about 
Mark doing it to Gary. Taking off all his clothes and covering him 
with all that stuff. She shivered, grinning. How did they ever think of 


things like that? She remembered Mark that morning at the exam; he 
seemed to like her, she was sure he did; she wondered if that was 
really why he seemed to like Gary so much. When she had passed by 
his seat on her way out of the chemistry exam he had squeezed her 
knee and stopped in the middle of a formula to look up at her and 
smile, off and on until she walked out of the room (it was that kind of 
smile, too). Not that anything was ever going to happen from it, but 
she thought about Mark squirting shaving cream into Gary’s ears at 
close range (through a spray deodorant nozzle, oh, God!), what could 
she say? 

Janet thought she was completely out of control (although she 
didn’t think about it very much). Things just happened all the time. 
How could you say? Gary, her true, her only, Gary, had happened 
when he put up a sign in the post office asking if anyone wanted to 
split the gas with him to drive down to Dover and see The Song 
Remains the Same in Dolby stereo. Things happened all the time. At 
the last minute, Janet had almost taken Rural Decline instead of 
Urban Blight (sociology was all one to her at that point); but se 
hadn’t. Rob seemed to have a real hard hard-on the whole time they 
were eating lunch. 

Janet passed by Bunch and started to go up to her room to get an 
extra sweater before she remembered that Bunch was closed. She 
noticed the door was padlocked as she went by; only the straight line 
of hallway lights shone up to the roof. She certainly wasn't walking 
back to Willow for a sweater. It was kind of creepy walking through 
the alley between Bunch and the equally deserted Bathos Drama 
building, out onto Ablution Avenue, without cars, empty; there was 
only a yellow traffic signal flashing, suspended, at the intersection. 
Janet wished she had caught the five o'clock bus down to the City; 
she hadn't heard about a single party all day. 

She smiled when she thought that the next time these streets were 
crowded there would be a whole new crop of kids, younger than she. 
She would seem (she would be!) sophomoric and mature. She 
wrinkled her tweezed and moisturized brows, thinking of all the 
departing seniors (she only knew one, Johnnie Beranbaum, her Econ 
T.A., but she would miss him very much). She went through the gate, 


onto the quad, almost running, thinking about the sororities’ 
sophomore rush. Janet had held out freshman year, hoping that 
Smégma Magnus would make a grab for her; they hadn't; but she 
was sure they would snatch her up in sophomore rush (she expected 
to have a three-point-three-six). 

Her summer would be a bore, spent at home in Staten Island, 
working in the store, livened up only by a few weekend trips to the 
City (and the occasional stray thing that would probably happen). 
Mark Snape lived in Westchester somewhere. 

As she was passing the Abstruse Studies Center she heard Gary's 
voice. "Mea culpa! Mea culpa!" he said. He was crying, shaking his 
left leg wildly in the air. An Alpha Brother was standing in front of 
him, covering him with more gunk. Gary was really miserable; he 
stopped waving his leg. 

"Stop that! I'm here! I claim him!" The stupid football player (he 
wasn't the wild one) didn't even pay attention to her. 

Gary rasped through his stuffy nose. "Janet! Run away, Janet! You 
were much too late! My leg... Run away from here, this crazy 
person..." The Alpha Brother reached across Gary's neck with a long, 
shiny wand and Gary began to croak undistinguishably as he 
dissolved into a coughing fit. 

"Stop that! You have to let him alone now! That's the rules! I know 
it!" Gary was covered with black, red, white, and green paint. He 
needed a shower. He needed love. He looked at her so sadly. "Now 
get away from here, you big goon, and leave my real man alone!" She 
approached the Tree and started trying to untie Gary's left hand. "If 
you could be half-decent about it you might help me untie the ropes. 
Are you all right, baby?" He was still bringing up phlegm. She 
glanced down and noticed that he had a big gash in his leg; in fact, 
she could see the bone of his thigh. "Gary!" 

She could barely make out his features under the paint and cream 
and paste; his mouth was beginning to foam with dark soap bubbles. 
Janet looked over the Alpha Brother and he was holding a sleek, 
bloody knife. Janet didn't recognize him as an Alpha Brother (he was 
a senior). "What's the matter?" 


The blade slid up through her cheek into her right eye and Janet 
wasn't sure he was a senior any more (he was a little old). Her whole 
voice wailed with the horror of irrevocable loss (her face was ruined) 
and she fell backward, instinctually clinging to her life. She wailed 
again, and gasped as she began breathing faster than she ever had. 
She clutched the side of her face and then jerked her hand away in 
revulsion. She wiped it on her skirt as she scrambled to her feet and 
began running; but she slipped, using her arms, she crept and 
pushed herself up to regain her footing. 

No, his fist was clenched around her right ankle. She cried for 
help; she screamed as loudly as she could. She clawed at the grass in 
front of her as she felt the grip moving up her leg. She cried for 
Gary... not quite so loudly. She felt a firm, throbbing pressure on her 
back as the air rushed in; that was all, a spreading pressure. It was 
the sound that drove her mad. 


Chapter Eleven 


"Be realistic. That's fucking unrealistic," the voice said. 

"Tha mi am mi-adhmhor coisiche. I am the hapless pedestrian. 
Tha mi am mi-adhmhor coisiche. I am the hapless pedestrian." 

"Hey, come on. I am being realistic. It's exam week. You can buy 
down the block, if you want, if you can, but my prices are firm as 
your girl friend. Figure that one out." 

"That mi am mi-adhmhor coisiche." 

"Excuse me for just a second." Mark placed his hand over the 
mouthpiece and looked over at the hapless pedestrian. "Would you 
go jump in front of a car, Wild Man? I'm talking business here." 

"Jeez, Mark, we've got to memorize all these answers by 
tomorrow." 

"Hello? Well, what do you have to say for yourself?" 

"Gee, Snape Man, I'm really nodding out," the voice whined. 

"Do I care?" 

"I don't know. I've never paid that much in my life. Only an idiot 
would pay that much for a hit of speed." 

"Oh, well, it's very powerful." 

"You've got to be willing to come down a little, Snape Man." 

"Look, I'll tell you what you do. You shop around, get the best deal 
you can find, and then come to Unrealistic Mark, and I'll beat that 
price by a dollar a hit. Now, you try to bullshit Unrealistic Mark and 
the price goes up Abe Lincoln a hit, and you'll still buy it. Unrealistic 
Mark's Alpha Beta Theta store is open between the hours of one and 
four A.M. during exam week. If you come after business hours, the 
price goes up fifteen seventy-five a hit. Take it or sleep it." Mark hung 
up the phone. He looked at his watch. Then he looked at the Wild 
Man, hunched over the Gaelic Exam. "You don't have to memorize it, 
dummy! Our xeroxes look just like his xeroxes. All you have to do is 
fill it in; it takes fifteen minutes, then you just stick it under your 
shirt and put it on the pile when the test is over." 

"Yeah, well what do I do with the one I write during class?" 

"Think, Wild Man! Who do you really hate in the class?" 


"Willy Romaine!" 

"No, Willy's no good. Someone who's not a Brother." 

"That Laurie Gibbs who talks so slow it makes me sick." 

"Fine. You write her name on the paper. Then you wait till she's 
finished writing, and when she walks up to the front, you follow her. 
You snatch her test, stick it under your shirt, put your two tests on 
the pile, and leave." 

The Wild Man began painstakingly copying answers from the 
master. "Thanks, Mark." 

"Wild Man, we have a small problem. Stop for a second, Wild Man. 
I just sold some speed, and we're going to be rich, Wild Man! One 
desperate character is on his way over here with his first born child; 
he'll be here in about an hour. There's no speed in the house, Wild 
Man. Do you know anyone left on campus who could possibly front 
us some amphetamines? Think for a minute before you answer." 

"I don't know, Mark. It keeps me awake." 

"Think now, Wild Man. I mean it. Nobody seems to have any, 
which makes it the perfect time for us to be selling it." 

The Wild Man shifted into Think. It took him a while, but Mark 
had no complaints. The big guy certainly solved a lot more problems 
than he created. "Like uppers, right?" 

"Right. Like pep pills. Hey, does the coach ever give you any pills?” 

"The coach? He's not that screwy; he knows I play fine, just the 
way I am. He only gives them to the wimps." 

Mark laughed. "Really? Good old Easterling really revs up their 
two cylinders, huh? Go, team!" 

"But they're like pain pills; not uppers." 

"Who cares? They're colorful, right? He'll get a buzz on, right? No 
way this boy isn't going to stay awake, even if we ply him with 
barbituates; his ass is on the line, right? Can you get to them, Wild 
Man? Don't you have a key?" 

"Nah. I got a key to the weight room, but not to the training room 
where the medicine is. That would be stupid. I'd have to break the 
door down to get in there." 

"Good. That's perfect." Mark sprang cheerfully off the bed and 
walked over to his desk. 


"If I break the door down, somebody's going to figure out the pills 
are gone." 

"Well, they may figure it out anyway from the fact that the pills are 
gone, but they're not going to figure out who took them; or rather, 
they are." Mark dipped his pinky down and lifted up the jangling key 
ring he had lifted off Radishinski (Mark had always known who shot 
J.R.; and never cared). "One of these will fit the door. Don't break too 
much, just drop them into the first-aid kit as you're leaving with the 
pills. It should really get us even for the double-Wheeley we suffered 
this afternoon." 

"Now that sounds like a job for Wild Man Moran!" The Wild Man 
swooped up the keys. "How about if I take your Trans Am, Mark?" 

Mark was not excited by the idea. It was a little under five miles to 
the gym, in a pretty straight line; it was late, no traffic factor (to 
speak of; you could never tell). "Okay, sure. But drive slow and 
careful. Wild Man, are you 'luded out?" 

"I don't like how you're always asking me that these days, Mark. It 
makes me feel weird." 

He really did seem just like normal. Mark only faltered once before 
tossing him his car keys. "Slow and careful, or else; and hustle. 
You've got to be back here by two." 

The Wild Man checked his way out the door, grinning. Mark heard 
the fraternity phone ringing off the hook in the hall. No one ever 
answered it, no one cared. The din of Pink Floyd and drunken 
laughter and girls shrieking penetrated from the living room and 
Mark walked over to close his door. The public phone rang and rang; 
it was only a few feet from the living room. "Oh, what is this shit?" 

It was never for him; all his calls came on his private line. "What?" 

"Is Debbie Gristle there?" It was some guy who sounded as if he 
were in dire need of Debbie Gristle. 

"At this hour?" 

"Please! Is she there? I've got to talk to her; it's more important 
than... please!" 

"With whom am I speaking, please?" 

"Tell her it's Steve, and to please hurry." 


Mark stretched the cord and peered around the corner into the 
living room to see who was living and how. "Just 'Steve'?" 

"Yes. Please go get her." 

Mark had a little trouble peering through the smoke, but he 
eventually made out Debbie Gristle in the corner of the room, near 
the fireplace, deep inside Eddie Coy's plaid golf pants (hey, Eddie, 
you ain't a Wave no more!) "That's a very common name—'Steve.’ I 
would be highly surprised if Debbie knows less than twelve ‘Steves.”" 

A large fighter plane went into an uncontrolled tailspin and 
plummetted toward certain destruction on the ground (on the 
record). "I beg you. I'm begging you. She was supposed to meet me at 
eleven-thirty to talk things out, and she hasn't shown up yet. I'm 
worried. I can't study any more. Please see if you can find her for me. 
Just tell her that Steve begs to talk to her; just for a second." 

Eddie was drooling and pressing his palms down on the back of 
Debbie's head (Mark was pretty sure it was Debbie). "I'm afraid she 
and the Wild Man have both stepped out." 

"Could you check and make sure please? It's important." 

"Look, Steve." Mark felt a little sorry for the dildo, but this was 
what happened when you drove your dune buggy into the wall of life. 
"You just pass that test; and have yourself a summer, okay? Do you 
understand what I'm saying to you?" 


KEK 


Nothing off the field he liked better than sliding the bucket back 
and tooling through the night in that car. He stopped off at the 
Seven-Eleven and bought himself a package of Twinkies, a package 
of those chocolate cupcakes covered in pink marshmallow with 
coconut, and, let's see, a six-pack of Heineken (Mark said they were 
going to get rich). He asked the lady at the cash register if she wanted 
to come for a drive with him, but she said she had to watch the place 
(he was only kidding anyway). 

He ate as he drove, washing it down in the parking lot with two 
cold ones (they were nice and cold; the Seven-Eleven had gotten a 
new freezer or something). He was bracing his foot against the gym 


door, yanking to break the chain, before he remembered that they 
didn't ever padlock the side door (the Wild Man was never one to 
make things hard on himself). He couldn't remember if you could 
open the side door from the inside without the key or not, but he 
propped it open with a wooden wedge just to be safe. 

It wasn't so dark in the gym, there was a light on in the back 
somewheres. Wild Man climbed across a mound of stacked-up 
bleachers and walked across the basketball court. The thought that 
Debbie was waiting for him back at the frat speeded him up a little. 
His last girl friend, Sue Manders, was little and shy (kind of delicate 
and pink like a wilting flower) and everyone had kidded him about 
her and slipped their hands onto her cushion when she was about to 
sit down. (The Wild Man had broken Howard Spam's nose, but he 
laughed at her anyway.) The guys all thought Debbie was terrific. 

He tried five keys in the lock and accidentally bent the sixth one 
out of shape (he didn't think it was the right key anyway). The next 
key turned and he pushed the door to the equipment room open. It 
was a mess, a real dump, and he stepped over basketballs and 
baseball bats to get to the light switch. The treatment room was at 
the back and he got tangled up in a volleyball net or a tennis net on 
his way; he finally ripped it to shreds, stepped out, and threw it into a 
far corner of the room, knocking down a rack of crewing oars. 

Wild Man was still pissed that Mark had voted for Willy Romaine 
to be the tree surgeon, but he was glad he had let him in on this deal. 
Mark was the greatest at making money, even though his folks had 
all he wanted. Mark had kept the Wild Man in beer (not always 
Heineken, but Wild Man couldn't really tell the difference anyway) 
for almost three years, and one thing about the Wild Man, he was 
steadfast. He was a team player. "Thai mi am mi-adhmhor coisiche," 
he repeated before he remembered that it wasn't important any 
more. 

The bent key fit (barely) into the treatment room lock. He had to 
twist it a little to get it to turn the end finally snapped off in his hand) 
but the door opened. He stood there looking around for the first-aid 
kit, thinking about the night ahead (he still had two 'ludes) and about 


how his Alpha Brothers always came through for him and he always 
came through for them. 

He decided to turn on the light and then he found the kit almost 
right away. He dropped the guilty key ring inside and started 
rummaging through the bottles of pills—Tagumal (meperidine with 
codeine), that was it; he dumped the little purple and green pills into 
his shirt pocket, throwing the dark red prescription bottle to smash 
on the floor. He turned out the light and walked back into the 
equipment room, where he accidentally kicked a football (it was the 
first time he had ever kicked a football in his life) as he waded 
through. 

Back in the gym; it was so dark the Wild Man couldn't see. Then 
the new electric scoreboard blinked on and began flashing lots of 
different numbers and began counting down from twelve minutes. 
The scoreboard the charge and the Wild Man found himself running 
across the court to the door. But he went to the wrong door; this one 
was chained and locked. 

He saw someone across the floor, standing by the light switches, 
and he dove behind a pile of bleachers. But the guy didn't turn on the 
lights. Wild Man peered out through the bleachers and saw that the 
guy was walking toward him. A tough guy. This guy knew Wild Man 
was there; he knew he had him in a tight spot; he was just playing 
around, trying to make the Wild Man sweat (cops suck; all bosses 
suck). But he didn't know it was the Wild Man, the big oaf. Wild Man 
decided his best option was to score one for the home team. 

He emerged from the bleachers with a bloodcurdling, gridiron- 
stomping yell. This tough guy was never going to be able to spook 
another trespasser again without remembering these lumps all over 
his ass. The security cop saw him coming and froze in his tracks, too 
startled to even run for it, but Wild Man was not in a merciful mood 
(besides, the guy was blocking his path to the other side of the gym 
and the open door). He was barreling full tilt and only a few feet 
away from the guy when he noticed in the flickering light from the 
scoreboard that the opposite door was padlocked too; that really 
snapped him to his blindest, sublimest peak of fury and grace as he 
left his feet. 


He hung on, and to his big surprise neither of them hit the deck. 
Wild Man wrapped his mighty arm around the guy's neck and pulled 
down with at least twenty G's of pressure. The guy was wearing a 
sweatshirt; he was one big watchman. 

He didn't go down. He grabbed Wild Man's arm around his neck 
and wrenched it forward. Deep inside his head Wild Man could hear 
his shoulder pop as the arm left its socket and his stomping yell 
turned into an agonized howl (for the first time in his life). 

He landed with a crack on the waxy floor, right on the lost right 
arm; he tried to move the fingers. He was seeing mostly green and 
purple. He was out of the game; for the first time in his life, but very 
easy to understand. "You got me, mister; and you're going to love 
yourself even more when you find out who; you creep. When'd they 
hire you?" Wild Man turned over onto his back and took a deep 
breath; his arm really hurt; the Wild Man never really hurt, not since 
his oral surgery in the ninth grade. 

The guard bent toward his neck and Wild Man fended him off. "I 
give up, man! Uncle. In fact, if you could call Doc Robert, Doctor 
Robert in town, he's the team doctor." But the guy kept going for a 
hold. Wild Man was stunned by his fucking nerve; he was also a little 
faint. The guy grabbed his throat and started choking him and 
clamped his other hand onto Wild Man's pale, rumpled arm. He 
screamed in pain as the huge thug lifted him off the boards and up 
off the ground, tossing him, as if he were a quarterback, through the 
air until he banged into something hard. 

His arm didn't hurt any more as he fell through the double doors 
into the weight room. He rolled and was on his feet, his good arm 
and his whole body ready and able to stop that sucker. The doors 
swung gently; no one entered. Wild Man moved to the side and 
turned on the lights. He squinted, unaccustomed to the brightness, 
feeling a touch of dizziness again. 

The doors rushed in and the thug was in the room. 

"I don't know what you came here looking for, brickhead, but 
you're the one getting arrested tonight!" Wild Man waited till he 
turned and then kicked him square in the nuts, following his foot in 
with the weight of his body and the gouging grasp of his good hand. 


He almost reached the hood's throat when he got hooked under the 
chin and snapped onto the floor, landing on the elbow that could 
bend; it sent electric high-voltage shocks into his eyes and he roared, 
confused. He didn't know this could happen. It nullified his whole 
idea of who the Wild Man was and what the world was like. He 
noticed some of the purple and green pills rolling by his eyes on the 
floor; he lowered his lips and sucked three of them down. 

The goon picked him up and hurled him into one of the universal 
weight-lifting machines. Clarence tried to resist, but when he tried to 
push, only his left bicep would respond. The goon moved in to press 
against him and Clarence caught him on the chin with his swelling 
elbow (it hurt). The elbow punch smeared the guy with a little of 
Clarence's blood, but it didn't make him slow down. It didn't make 
him mad either; the guy didn't look mad at all, more like he was 
thinking about washing some dishes when he got home. Just doing 
his job. "Go light on me, will you, buddy? I'm really hurting." 

The guy reached behind Clarence's head and wrapped his hand 
around an extension press handle, drawing four hundred pounds of 
weights up under Clarence's back, scraping it, and forcing him 
forward. The man faded back, stretching the weight cable out into 
the room while he kept his other hand tightly on Clarence's throat 
(his arms were even longer than they should have been). 

"You don't want any trouble, do you? Where's it gonna get you?" 
Clarence rammed forward with his shoulders, but the hand across 
his neck didn't give. The guy's other hand inched in and tugged out 
on the steel cable, pulling the weights higher and higher under 
Clarence's head. Clarence thought about playing Frisbee with his 
brother, mowing the lawn; he thought about some of his big plays as 
the sighing man swung the steel cable around his thick neck and 
knotted it. The bully pulled the cable (and Clarence) out two more 
feet from the weight machine and then stretched his arms open wide, 
fingers spread apart. Clarence felt a jerk and heard a snap and then a 
crash as the payload of weights fell back to the floor. 


KEK 


He had been a snappy, dashing guy. It was a damn shame to see 
him reduced to this, and Mark thought he might say so. He poured a 
snifterful and cradled it between his fingers, porting it over to poor 
Waddie. Mark had seen Waddie around a lot over the years, tooling 
across the campus in his Mercedes convertible, his long hair and 
scarves blowing free against the New Hampshire skies; he was just 
about Mark's favorite person that he had never really met at Phelps; 
he admired his style, his gleaming teeth, his long thin cigarettes. But 
there he slouched, his eyes bulging with blood vessels, his nose caked 
with snot (filthy snot), covered in stubble, smears, and crumbs, his 
scarf hanging limp around his neck. 

"You're taking this too seriously, Waddie, man." He wanted to tell 
him that there was a better way, but he could tell by the desperation 
in Waddie's eyes that he was walking down the only road he could 
navigate. 

He moved his eyes and nodded perceptibly as he grabbed the 
snifter, sloshing the Napoleon up the sides; his hands were scarred 
with red and blue ink, and grime, covered with paper cuts and 
hangnail scabs. "T'II be fine." 

Mark walked back over to his bed and picked up his own snifter. 
He was very embarrassed and felt like a complete jerk, but he didn't 
think there was any point in going on about it. 

"Look, are you sure this guy is going to show at this hour?" 

"He will make contact; right now I couldn't tell you when, or what 
the news will be. He should have been here. I'm beginning to worry 
that he might have had a little car trouble. Is there anything special 
you'd like to hear?" 

"That doesn't make it, Snape. That's not why we drove all the way 
out here." 

"Calm down, Jo Jo. You're not helping any. Nobody planned, this; 
it's nobody's fault." 

Mark couldn't believe Waddie was going out with JoAnn Charak. 
She looked much worse than he did (she always had); she had 
obviously been speeding for days and she was crashing bad, but she 
hadn't lost her edge. "You honestly think this isn't his fault?" 


"It is my fault. I apologize humbly, and offer you a big discount as 
soon as the stuff gets here. I fully expected to have possession by 
now, and I ... what can I say? Can I play you the new Steeley Dan 
album?" 

Waddie stretched and ran his fingers through his greasy hair. 
There was a knock on the door and Mark bounded to his feet and 
raced over to open it. It was only Debbie Gristle. 

"Is my wild thing on the premises or isn't he? There are some 
things that just can't wait, Markie." 

"Debbie, go lie down somewhere. Go find someone to play with. Or 
go to the bathroom, if that's what you're talking about, but..." Mark 
threw her hands off his shoulders and Debbie schlumped into the 
room as though she was wanted there. "Hey, Debbie, you 
marshmallow!" 

Waddie was on his feet, yawning (drooling). "Well, M-mark?" 

"Mark. That's right." 

"Thanks for the good intentions," Waddie stuck out his trembling 
hand. "I've really got to get back to my typewriter, and my espresso 
pot, before it's really too late." 

Mark delicately grasped his hand and shook it. Debbie Gristle 
collapsed onto Mark's bed (with an, "Oh, gyad!" and a disgusting 
burp). "Okay, well I'll tell you what. You're at Jo-Ann's, right?" 

"Yeah? So?" Jo-Ann said. 

"The house next-door." 

"Okay, well let me get that number." Mark ran over to his desk and 
began tearing it apart, looking for something to write with. Then he 
spotted a clip-on ballpoint hanging from Debbie Gristle's dishevelled 
top. "And as soon as something concrete happens, I'll give you a call 
and..." 

"Call Jo-Ann. You won't wake anybody there." 

"Right." Mark threw the pen back on top of Debbie. "And I'll bring 
it right over myself, as soon as it works out." 

"Hey, that would be great. I've gotten to the point where I sort of 
slip into typing up my dreams by mistake, you know?" 

Mark thought that Waddie was an idiot; but an appealing idiot, 
with integrity. "I know. And I'm really sorry to have to put you 


through this bullshit jerking around." 

"Don't trouble yourself, man; it can't be helped. Have yourself a 
good one." 

Jo-Ann didn't look quite so concerned about the quality of Mark's 
night (or his summer, or whatever Waddie meant) as they went out 
the door. 

Mark turned his attention to Debbie. He always locked his room 
when he left it, and there wasn't a way in the world that he was going 
to leave Missie Gristle on the inside. "Up, Debbie." 

"Make me," Debbie laughed, rolling onto her back. 

"If I make you, I'll hurt you badly, and I don't want to do that, 
because I'm not in a good mood. I'm not in any kind of a patient 
mood, Debbie. So get up, now." 

"Mark!" Debbie craned her neck upward, lifting her body, staring 
at him. It made him feel queasy. "I've never heard you talk like that 
before!" She giggled, stoned out of her wet sponges, and dropped 
bouncing back onto the bed. 

Mark had meant every word he said. He delicately grasped her 
hand and braced his foot against the bed frame. In a second he had 
yanked her screaming, clean off the bed, into a heap on the floor. 

"Ow, Mark!" She rubbed herself, peeved. 

Mark bent and grabbed her wrist, yanking her reluctantly to her 
feet. "Come on," he yanked her along, not really caring what she did 
once she was out of his room. "Let's go for a drive. We're both 
looking for a heavy dose of the Wild Man." 


Chapter Twelve 


Courtney hated Lisa, the way she always did this, always. She 
squeezed your hand and looked at you, flashing her navy eyes, as if 
you were the most important thing in the world (the only thing in the 
world), and then she was off into the night; and Courtney always 
found herself holding her breath, waiting for her to come back. She 
hated Lisa because she knew, wherever she was, she was breathing 
easily; or panting. Courtney knew she shouldn't be holding her 
breath, but she hated Lisa because if Lisa would only hold her breath 
too, then it wouldn't seem so maladaptive for Courtney to be holding 
hers. The truth was that Courtney enjoyed waiting for Lisa to return. 
She just didn't enjoy it when Lisa continually didn't return. She 
wished Lisa were different. 

She looked out the window and saw only flickering moonlight 
shadows of ivy-covered trees bending to the wind. Half the sky was 
blotted by clouds and Courtney thought that it would be a fine day 
for rain. 

She thought about hitchhiking with Laura, and how Laura had 
explained that she only stuttered when talking to strangers; how that 
had prevented her from picking up hitchhikers until just recently, 
when she had decided not to worry about it, not to let it affect her life 
so much. She really had been perfectly comprehensible, if you 
listened closely and occasionally asked her to repeat herself. 

Courtney liked Laura very much, even though she hadn't thought 
about her once from the time she had dropped her off at the 
intersection of Route 14 and Ablution Avenue (over a year ago) until 
this morning, when Radish had tossed her unpleasantly into her 
mind. That's how Lisa was about everyone, Courtney thought. Ashes 
to ashes, with the resurrection a joyous miracle, every time around 
Gif it ever happened to happen). Courtney knew in her heart that it 
wasn't an evil way to be, but she hated Lisa. Oh, she didn't hate Lisa; 
really. 

It was a football player who had been killed, and his girlfriend. 
Courtney was positive that Laura, whatever she might be, in her 


individual complexity, was not a football player's girl friend. Still, she 
might try to locate her through the Hancock art department; it was a 
rare thing for Courtney to meet anyone she felt any affinity for, 
stupid to pass up the chance at a friendship. In the fall, definitely. 
First thing (sure, Courtney). 

There was a syncopated knock on the door and Courtney knew it 
couldn't possibly be Lisa; she was fairly sure it wasn't Janet, but she 
quickly prepared some kind of line to stop her cold, just in case (I'm 
sorry, Janet, but I've already done my good deed for the day) as she 
rose from her bed and walked over to deal with whoever it was at this 
hour. 

knob, she realized that there was no reason for anyone to 

Then, just as her hand was dropping onto the door—assume she 
was home. She silently froze her arm and backed away from the 
door. Rustling as little as possible, she eased herself onto the bed 
(fortunately, the tape she was listening to had spun out ten minutes 
ago and she hadn't yet bothered to change it; the room was 
unsuspiciously quiet). She picked up The New Yorker and began 
reading a story about an old man who worked in a meat-packing 
plant in Chicago. 

Courtney felt slightly unforthright about her chosen course, but 
there was really no one out there who she particularly wanted to talk 
to (right now). There was no second knock. It was a pretty interesting 
story—old man's family, his whole life, was so drab and grim that you 
could just tell that something was going to happen, but you didn't 
know what. 


KEK 


He stood there holding his breath, straining his ears for anything 
beyond the sounds of the wind. Soon he heard a mild pounding, a 
throbbing in his own head, and then he heard the unguarded rustle 
of a page turning; there was no doubt. He quietly turned the 
doorknob and it freed the door with the faintest click. 

She was glowing under her reading lamp, propped up against the 
wall, sprawled on the bed. Her Levi's were faded and frayed and fluid 


with flesh as she shifted positions, just a little. She reminded him... 
of almost everything good. 

"You're a bitch, girl," he said, releasing his breath. 

She jerked, gasping for air, dropping her magazine. She closed her 
eyes, exhaled and looked up. "Very funny. You should join up and get 
a bigger budget. Alpha House, for example, I'm sure would even 
waive their Waving to acquire a Brother with a sophisticated sense of 
humor like yours." 

He was immediately sorry he had done it (of course; he knew he 
would be well in advance); but he lacked the proper restraint—not 
that he was generally such a big asshole; it was just something about 
Courtney, something about his tremendous response to Courtney. 
(How could he have walked away?) 

"Why didn't you answer the door?" He was laughing nervously. He 
sounded like a hand tool. 

"What the fuck business is that of yours?" 

She was furious. Radish wanted to cry. The last thing in the world 
he wanted was for Courtney to be furious at him. "None. I'm really 
ashamed; I apologize. Have a good summer." He backed out of the 
room and started to close the door in front of him, hoping. 

"Radish, hold on a minute." 

He peeked inside and she had melted a little (she wasn't burning 
so brightly, either.) 

"I'm sorry I lost my temper. Come back in. You really frightened 
me, and I don't react particularly well to being frightened." 

"It was a childish and a really presumptuous thing to do." 

"I certainly didn't get any pleasure out of it!" 

Radish didn't get any joy out of being frightened either; there was 
something about frightening other people though... "I'll never do 
anything like it again, if you'll give me the chance." 

"Enough." 

"You know, you really should keep your door locked." 

"Radish, I'm happy to tell you that people like you are not the rule. 
Simply closed usually does the trick." 

"I know," Radish didn't know why he was making such a point of 
it; he had only decided to start locking his own door that afternoon 


(and he hadn't actually locked it yet, because he couldn't find his 
keys); but he felt very protective of Courtney. "But you don't lock it 
against the usual; you lock it against that one twist of fate." 

"You're right, Radish. You're right. Sit down. I know I should 
maintain eternal vigilance against the Texas chain-saw massacre; but 
where would a piece of tin bracing that hollowed out particle-board 
get me then anyway?" 

She was making fun of him; he wanted to let it pass (he should 
have), but her attitude was dangerously naive; he felt it his duty to 
say at least one more thing. "Some people are born off their nut; 
some people just slide off some day; some people gobble up their nut 
at an early age and then have nothing left. Every day you ride a bus 
or drive on the highway or eat in a restaurant, you exchange glances 
with people who wonder what your brains look like; not to mention 
the ones who like your earrings or your lips. The statistics rise every 
year, as steadily as the intelligence scores go down. I'm not trying to 
be paranoid, or to make you paranoid, but those are all unhappy 
facts which you have to consider a little just to stay even." 

"Well. I'm really happy you dropped by tonight, Radish. I was 
feeling really relaxed and secure, with everybody gone and 
everything, and those murders down in Hancock. A pep talk was just 
what I needed; you know, to keep my terror at a realistic level. 
Thanks." 

"It had to be done. Let's talk about something else." 

"I also am warmed, actually my skin is warmed, by the thought 
that you plan to protect me in the event of the unspeakable. I assume 
you have this matter all thought out, since you didn't even bother to 
close my door on your way in, let alone lock it!" 

Radish jumped up from the desk and ran over to slam the door. He 
frantically locked it and then turned to press desperately against it 
with all his weight, bulging his eyes and panting. Courtney laughed 
and Radish smiled, relaxing. "Where's Lisa?" he asked. 

"Oh, off somewhere. She went to practice hours ago, but you know 
Lisa, she probably ran into one of her five dozen best friends, or an 
interesting vague acquaintance, and she's sitting in the Rat..." 

"The Rat's closed tonight." 


"Or in somebody's room. She'll make it through somehow, but 
she's not here now. That's all I can tell you." 

"It must be nice to get some privacy, living together in one big 
room like this." 

"Oh, it's wonderful, yeah. Lisa really gives me all the privacy I 
could ever want. She's good about that." 

Radish walked tentatively over and sat on the edge of her bed. 
There was a note pad near her feet. Radish picked it up and turned it 
over; it was filled with disjointed lines of love poetry. Radish's heart 
skipped a beat (he knew Courtney didn't have many friends). She 
playfully pulled the pad away from him and smiled sheepishly; she 
was seldom that cute and it made Radish laugh. "Oh, couldn't I see?” 
he asked. 

"No, it's private. Maybe I'll show you some day.” She opened a 
drawer and shoved the pad inside. "But for now, let's talk about your 
anxiety. Why are you so obsessed with crime, and disgustingness in 
general?" 

He wasn't obsessed with it now. But he was anxious. He wanted to 
get the conversation moving somehow; he didn't want to leave 
Courtney alone; he didn't want to not see her till September. This 
was his last chance. "I guess because I can't understand it. It's the 
things I can't understand, or can't accept, that hold my attention." 
He paused. She didn't respond, so he said it. "Sometimes I can't 
understand you." 

Courtney smiled. "You're really into flattering me today. Do you 
really think I'm as inscrutable as Lizzie Borden or the hand-carved- 
coffins murders?" 

"Well, not as..." 

Courtney laughed. "Why is it you can always make me laugh just 
by being silly? When most people are silly it... well, that makes me 
laugh too, but in a different way." 

Radish thought that sounded fine. But he couldn't think of what to 
say back, he didn't know how to move in (he lacked the killer 
instinct). She looked at him, smiling, open, and he choked. She 
shifted her legs slightly on the bed, trying to stay comfortable. He 
had a million things to do (he really did), and there was just no time. 


"Well, I just stopped by on my way over to the gym. I have to track 
down all the athletic equipment at Phelps, at least on paper." 

"Tonight?" 

"It doesn't have to be tonight. I could do it tomorrow, during 
lunch." 

"Don't forget you've got a date with me and Carillon." 

"Right. I guess I had better do it now, then." He got to his feet and 
stood there looking down at her, his eyes begging for help. But she 
was just smirking and lightly shaking her head. "I hate to sound silly, 
but hopefully it will just make you laugh—could you just lock your 
door after me, as a favor? It'll reduce my anxiety." 

"I don't think that's silly; it's sweet. Well, it's both. Don't worry, 
you've convinced me. I'm going to keep the door locked all night 
long." She stretched and rose, following him to the door, without 
visible hesitation. 

He didn't know what else to do but open it and step out into the 
hall (he was a failure). The door between them already chopped off a 
third of her body. "Would you like to come with me?" he blurted out. 

"To the gym?" she asked, as if it were a stupid idea. It was a stupid 
idea. "Why don't you stay a little while longer instead?" 

No, he really didn't want to. Not in his gut. "I've got to do that 
inventory." 

"Okay, Radish. Bye-bye." She closed the door and he heard it lock. 
She really did it for him! 

He felt pretty good as he rounded the stairwell, pretty confident. 
And then it hit him, suddenly, and he closed his eyes in anguish. He 
really did want to, in his chickenshit asshole gut. He didn't want 
anything else much without it. His chickenshit asshole gut! He 
wrenched himself around and tore back along the corridor to her 
room. He pounded on the door. 

"Radish?" 

"Yes!" 

She turned the lock and appeared, her shirt half undone, a towel 
on her arm. It was hopeless. He had no words. "And in short, I was 
afraid," he said. 


"And would it have been worth it, after all, after the cups, the 
marmalade, the tea?” She continued his train of thought. 

Radish's brain overflowed; he blessed her for understanding; he 
loved her. "What about after I'm done? Can I come by and see if 
youre still awake? We could eat peaches." 

"Well, Radish, I don't know if I can take your coming by again. 
Why don't you call first? If the phone is off the hook, I've gone to 
bed. Right now it looks like I might still be waiting here, sitting here; 
up, I mean." 

Radish stood up to his full height and exhaled with a nervous 
laugh (but it didn't sound too stupid). "Okay; I will do that. I'll call." 

"And don't forget about our recital tomorrow." 

He ran down the hall. He had completely forgotten about their 
recital tomorrow, and her words didn't ring it to his mind. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Mark circled his car, bending in to scrutinize the paint as it 
gleamed in the moonlight. It seemed fine. It worried him (not much; 
he was fairly drunk; and Wild Man was a big boy, in some respects). 
What if he had been nabbed? What would he say? He would say, 
"Mark!" Mark was sure of that. But so what? Mark laughed as he 
wondered if the Wild Man had epoxied that dime to his balls. 

The door was wedged open, just as Mark had expected. The Wild 
Man had a misguided fear of doors; he was always afraid of getting 
locked behind them, when really the only problem was getting past 
them on the way in. 

"Hey, Wild Man!" Mark rasped as loudly as his lungs could 
whisper. It was a very dead echo in the gym. "Wild Man? Are you out 
there, boy?" 

It was quiet. Quieter than the Wild Man was usually capable of 
being. But there was a light on across the floor, and where else could 
he be? Mark thought about Waddie driving bleary-eyed through the 
night, his scarf at half-mast, Jo-Ann chirping at his side. He felt 
embarrassed and annoyed at getting caught in a lie (well, an 
unfulfillable promise). It was bad business, too, and Mark couldn't 
afford to exhaust this market for another year. 

"Wild Man? Jesus, Wild Man!" The equipment locker was open, 
and beyond that the door into the training room. And it was all 
chaos. Mark had told him to ransack a little, but this really didn't 
have a Radish look to it. Well, when he came right down to it, Wild 
Man was probably incapable of giving anything a wholly Radish- 
look, and the physical evidence of the keys should at least give 
Radish a pain in the ass, no matter what anyone thought of the 
carnage. 

Basketballs were split at the seams, oars were splintered, it was a 
definitely Wild Man-look all right. The door to the treatment room, 
thrown back against the wall, was completely off its hinges. Mark 
was getting furious. He took all the time in the world to get his rocks 
off, but he couldn't bother to get back to the House in time to put the 


deal through; what a selfish, 'luded out goon he was. And where the 
hell was he now? 

Mark looked down a row of victimized lockers and saw the first-aid 
kit looking untouched at one end of the training table. He felt a wave 
of anxiety, and then an open-ended burst of complete rage (it was 
almost unthinkable that Wild Man could leave anything he touched 
looking untouched). He stalked toward the end of the room, 
slamming locker doors as he went, kicking the lowers. Then he 
kicked one that wouldn't slam; it was jammed with something. 

Mark looked down and saw huge wads of sports netting. He 
angrily yanked at it, dislodging yards and yards of net and piling it on 
a nearby bench before he could bash the locker shut with his toe. 
Then he noticed some Tagumal capsules on the floor. He bent down 
and swept them up. "Goddamn spastic animal," he muttered before 
he straightened up and saw Wild Man's face. 

He was rammed compactly into the upper locker, just a foot away 
from Mark's head. Mark was just about to slam that locker; it 
wouldn't have closed. Mark hoped the Wild Man had been dead 
when he went inside; getting him in must have broken most of the 
bones in his body. Mark felt his own ribs cracking, he heard the 
sound of his own chest caving in; he shuddered. "What happened, 
Wild Man? What happened to you?" 

Mark sat down on the bench, dazed. What happened? What 
happened? He was dead. He was killed. Someone had killed him. 
Someone. Mark forced himself to his feet and began scanning the 
walls for a telephone. There was a telephone, by the training table. It 
was locked. He didn't know what to do. Wild Man could pick the 
lock; it was one of his few natural abilities. 

Mark opened the first-aid kit and was mindlessly sifting through it 
for something to... he didn't know what. Get the lock off. He came 
across a bottle of Triumals that the Wild Man had overlooked; he 
stuck it in his hip pocket. Then it occurred to him that the last thing 
in the world he wanted was to be associated with this whole thing in 
any way. What was he going to do? Call the police and tell them that 
he had just been passing by the gym at one-thirty and he noticed a 
light and he came inside and found his best friend stuffed in a 


locker? He wouldn't be convicted (Mark and his twin brother 
couldn't have stuffed Moran inside that breadbox), but what a way to 
spend time! 

Then Mark started to feel horribly sick. He realized that the keys to 
his Trans Am were more than likely in one of Moran's pockets. He 
didn't want to get them back; he didn't want to even look for them. 
He just wanted to take his car and drive really fast; stop at a booth to 
call the cops; and then drive really fast some more. Till dawn, till he 
couldn't steer, till he ran out of gas. 

But Wild Man had the keys; Moran had the fucking keys. There 
was nothing he could do about that. No one knew about this. No one 
knew that Wild Man had come to the gym; Waddie didn't know, 
nobody knew. Wild Man borrowed his car and who knew what he 
was doing? Wild Man just borrowed his car. 

He was one step away from running when he passed the locker 
again. The sight, the open eyes, that dumb... he looked so sad. Mark 
whined; he didn't want this to be true; he didn't. He would never 
have... Mark whined. He stepped closer to the locker. 

One hip pocket was exposed full front; he could even see a trace of 
the linty-white lining; the fabric wasn't nearly as stretched and 
contorted as some of the other clothing was. Mark tentatively 
touched the seam and ran his fingers along the rim; he gently worked 
his way inside; it wasn't that tight; it wasn't as tight as he had 
expected. He felt a wadded, sweaty piece of paper (a bill), two half- 
wrapped pieces of gum and two pills; he clenched his fingers in 
despair. It was the only pocket he was able to reach. 

He pulled his hand out. It was a Jackson and two ‘ludes (and some 
Dentyne, which he threw on the floor). All Mark wanted was his 
fucking car keys. He scrutinized the surface area for another possible 
pocket. Mark slapped his face and growled; he knew this was not 
how he should be spending these minutes; he should run, run, run. 
He started to run out of the treatment room. 

Then he heard a basketball bounce nearby, maybe out in the 
equipment locker; he stood, poised in midstride, seriously 
contemplating for the first time the possibility that he wasn't alone in 
the gym. It was a really logical possibility; he should have considered 


it immediately, seriously. The basketball bounced again; and again. 
Someone was bouncing a basketball out in the equipment locker. 

Mark silently backed up beyond the row of lockers, putting 
distance between himself and the equipment. He would have tried to 
barricade himself inside if he hadn't noticed that the door was off its 
hinges. But the door was torn off its hinges, and bright light poured 
in from the locker, along with the bouncing slaps of slow dribbling. 

There was a door back there, next to the locked phone. There was 
also a light switch, and Mark wanted desperately to turn off the 
lights; but he knew it was a bad idea. He knew that anything he did 
which might be noticeable from the equipment locker was a bad idea. 
He slowly slid his thumb along the lid of the kit and lifted it, peering 
inside. Moran had come through in the end (poor Wild Man. Had it 
hurt much? Could Wild Man hurt much?)—there was the glistening 
loop of Radish's key ring; Mark hooked it with his pinky and muffled 
the keys with his other hand. He let the first-aid kit top slide 
gradually down off the side of his forearm as he clutched the keys to 
his gut. He moved over to the door that led to someplace other than 
the equipment locker and hopefully, painstakingly, tried the handle. 
It wasn't even locked. Mark didn't quite smile, but he did close his 
eyes; and when he opened them he was through the door. 

It was steamy; it hit his body like the rush of a drug; it was hard to 
breathe at first. He heard moonlight—shimmering, rippling, lapping 
in front of him. He was standing by the edge of the swimming pool, 
clattering on tiles. He lifted a foot and tore off one shoe, then the 
other, placing them behind him and continuing on. He had gotten 
his bearings slightly, he knew what had to be done. The way out, the 
one he knew about, was at the other end of the pool, at the top of the 
gallery. 

He breathed in the dizzying odor of humidified chlorine and 
mildew, making his way along the side of the pool, listening behind 
him. He couldn't hear the basketball. He couldn't hear anything 
except for the soggy echoes of his sock-steps along the tiles. His eyes 
darted back almost continuously, waiting for the burst of light that 
would tell him that the door had reopened, that he was not fooling 
anybody or escaping anywhere. But the burst never came. 


He jumped up and grabbed ahold of the pipe railing at the foot of 
the gallery, pulling himself up until he could get a leghold on the 
concrete landing. He was under the railing and lying on the concrete 
in seconds, his hand dangling down into the pool area; he was 
impressed with his presence of body (Mark was not the athletic 
type). In microseconds he was on his feet and climbing up the 
concrete bleachers toward the doors at the top. Then he noticed one 
of the doors open about a foot. That was all. If he hadn't been staring 
at it he would never have noticed, because it was totally silent; but 
first it was closed, and then it was open about a foot. It was black in 
the hallway beyond. No one came in. 

Mark stopped climbing up. Mark had never liked people opening 
doors for him, even on the first date. He strained his eyes; the door 
was definitely open about a foot wide now. He began inching down 
toward the pool area, but he just couldn't get comfortable with that 
decision. He froze. Mark knew that freezing gets you run over either 
way and he never let himself do it for very long at a stretch. He 
sprang down two concrete steps and bolted sideways, tearing along 
the bleacher with all the speed he could muster, covering his head 
with his front arm to shield it from the snapping glass which gave 
away before him. 

He woke up on the dirt, he didn't know how much later. The glass 
had given way before him, but some of the wire in the glass had held 
pretty firm; his pants and his left arm were... his head was rushing 
with the cool night air, drying the sweat on his face, making him feel 
cold and alive. He got up and ran. 

He rounded the corner of the cement-block gym building and saw 
Wild Man's van parked next to his Trans Am. He sprinted toward 
them, wondering if Moran had possibly left the keys in the car, 
thinking it was a reasonable thing to hope. Mark decided that he 
would have gone straight to the police and told them everything, if he 
had seen the man. But thank God he had seen no one. Except poor 
Moran. 

Then a flash of light completely blinded him—his triple-wattage 
Trans Am high beams bleached the night for five hundred yards in 
any direction in front of the car. Mark froze for a second, wondering 


if it might not be the police or someone else who might not murder 
him, but then he turned and ran decisively for the darkness at the 
corner of the gym building. He heard the Trans Am turn over and rev 
like the lioness she was. 

Mark was still completely under control, acting as smart as he 
could, but every part of his brain not geared toward making 
immediate decisions was totally panicked. He felt hemmed in and 
surrounded, and he was beginning to convince himself that there was 
more than one guy. He was getting a picture of a family, with lots of 
missing teeth and faded jeans. There was open ground all around the 
gym; Mark didn't want to cross open ground. Mark didn't want to do 
any of the things there were to do, but he refused to freeze. 

In front of him was the expanse of the campus; he could run to the 
Scaddorwidt art building, which was probably deserted, where there 
was probably a public phone, if he could get inside. He didn't have a 
dime. He could run across the football field, get to some dorms; if he 
could get to them. 

To his right, beyond the end of the gym building, was twenty feet 
of campus and one lonely street light across Ablution Avenue, 
shining on many more deserted school buildings; it was another 
open space, and he tried a door in the side of the gym. It was locked. 
Mark stood there, poised to run like hell in any direction if he saw 
anything anywhere move; he tried a likely looking key in the lock and 
it turned like melted butter. Mark slid inside, reading, PRIVATE— 
MAINTENANCE STAFF ONLY on the door, and feeling a little 
calmer; he knew the maintenance staff did very little besides talk on 
the phone, and that was just what he wanted to do himself. 

It was dimly lit inside by scattered naked bulbs. There were pipes 
and boilers and faucets and valves and gauges all over the walls, the 
ceiling, the floor; everything seemed to be making a different noise. 
Mark proceeded along totally on instinct, not having any idea where 
the office or the locker room or the janitorial hangout might be. In 
the back, he guessed. Then he wondered if the door had locked 
behind him, and he turned around. 

He turned the handle and it clicked open and he was proud of 
himself for being thorough (it was his memories of the Wild Man 


that had brought it to his mind). He fished out the right key and 
turned it in the lock until it broke off in his hand. Mark's hand reeled, 
numbed by impact. The door rattled in its frame; the handle jerked 
and didn't give. There was another overpowering thud against the 
door from outside. Mark turned and ran like hell. 

He bruised his feet, he caught his socks on jagged edges as he ran 
through the boiler room, avoiding as much of the shit and machinery 
as he could without slowing down any. There were two or three more 
solid hits against the door, a couple of frenzied wrestles with the 
knob, but it was a good American door and it was locked tight. Mark 
paused to catch his breath for a second and he couldn't hear anything 
over the hissing of the pipes. 

Half the caged in, dusty contraptions he passed had rusty 
DANGER signs written on them and Mark was amused. Mark was 
freaked out of his mind. He was in a steamy maze that seemed to 
have no end; it reminded him of the stacks of books in the library— 
they scared him also. He had always thought the gym was too big, 
but he had never known why; it housed a whole fucking power plant. 
Mark wondered if there was one switch he could pull which would 
plunge the campus into darkness. Besides the fact that the notion 
appealed to his basic personality, he thought it would be a great way 
to get huge crowds of friendly, subservient janitors who probably 
wouldn't murder him to come and see what was going on; sooner or 
later (when they got off the phone). But that was the kind of prank 
that really required research and reconnaissance and even Mark 
didn't think he could pull it off extemporaneously; he would try, of 
course, if he got vibes about any particular switch, but really... 

Through the intricate metal cage of a sputtering machine Mark 
glimpsed a wall. He followed the cage around and threaded his way 
through two dangerous, private machines, to a solid wall, the first he 
had seen since he ran away from the door. It was a flat wall, painted 
aquamarine, with a fire hose and a large nozzle, and two doors which 
he could see. Mark laughed. Both the doors said DANGER—DO NOT 
ENTER. Mark doubted that either of those doors knew anything 
about danger. 


But he wasn't sure. And they both said it. He stood there, caught 
between them, but he yanked himself to the right, following his good 
hand and not freezing. He paused in front of the door, reading the 
sign one more time; then he turned the handle; he felt it give, 
turning, ready to click. And then he let go. He didn't freeze; he 
changed his mind, based on nothing, maybe, but it was an altogether 
different thing. 

He walked over to the other door and turned the handle. It was 
locked. Mark didn't mind. He fumbled with Radish's magic key ring; 
the first key came up empty. He tried a second, that slid in halfway, 
but it wasn't the right one. The third key turned and Mark read the 
words written in red and covered in dust on the door. The handle 
turned and the door cracked open. He had to push it hard; it creaked 
and gave. Mark felt along the inside wall for a light switch and there 
was one; he flicked it as he stepped inside. 

It wasn't really a room. Just a corridor, lined with rusty barrels of 
chemicals. It was well lit and not especially dusty. It wasn't a 
janitorial high command, but unless the barrels were full of 
radioactive wastes it wasn't particularly dangerous either. There was 
a little narrow door at the other end of the corridor under an 
undusty, unburnt—out exit sign. Mark had had about enough of solid 
objects. He was ready to take his chance with open spaces. 

Open spaces were really just as suited to his temperament. He was 
a shrewd maneuverer, but he was also a fast runner. Both assets 
Moran had notoriously lacked. Mark was very glad that Debbie 
Gristle had passed out on the toilet. 

He heard a barrel crash to his left and he froze. It was all for 
nothing. He froze there thinking about what Waddie got out of his 
relationship with Jo-Ann, feeling and hearing the blade slice down 
and around clean through his belt, deep into his loins, until it struck 
his hip and withdrew. He was able to look up into the man's face for 
one second—he looked like a stranger. Then the pain took him over, 
mind and body. He doubled over and fell on his knees, sobbing, not 
thinking, not seeing. It went on... he didn't know. It went on. 

And then he saw the feet. They came into focus sometimes as his 
head bobbed near the floor, rising with the rhythmic knee flexes of 


his sobs. Scuffed brown shoes with delicate black laces. He tried to 
look up, but he couldn't think long enough to try very hard. Mark 
hadn't known he could ever get so involved in anything; or become 
so dependent. He took a deep breath; he was breathing almost 
normally. "Kill me, you bastard!" he pleaded. "What did I ever do to 
you?" 


Chapter Fourteen 


Radish was convinced that he could sit in a room with almost any 
renowned person and match them thought for thought, but at the 
same time he was acutely aware that he was a marginally functional 
moron. How did he expect to get into the gym at two A.M. without 
his keys? Radish was unhappy about his keys. They loved him at 
Phelps (he was functional enough for them), and they gave him keys 
to almost everything. Just like most people with swollen key rings 
Radish found security in the bulge, the jangle, the possibilities of his 
keys. He lost them about once a month (he never really lost them). 

He had just remembered the sad facts of his case and was about to 
return to Morpheus to search some more (what else was there to do) 
when he noticed two Alpha terrorists’ vehicles in the gym parking lot. 
And Snape had left his lights on, draining his precious twenty- 
cylinder battery. 

Radish turned the lights off, just to be decent; although Snape 
probably did have an auxiliary battery to recharge his battery when it 
burnt out; and a muffler on his muffler. Radish decided to just turn 
the brights off; Clarence had given him fabric burns on his neck, and 
you had to draw the line somewhere. 

He proceeded to the side door and it was wedged wide open. 
Radish didn't have any idea what they were up to, but he had a pretty 
good idea that if he was quiet enough he might have a chance to 
really scare the dinner out of them. He creeped across the basketball 
court and toward the one shining light. They were messing with his 
equipment. He stopped feeling the least bit guilty about wanting to 
make them pay, Alpha style. 

The reason the Greeks exerted such an undue influence on campus 
life was that they were organized, and bolstered by tradition. But 
Radish was restless and in a mood for change as he circled wide of 
the direct light cast from the equipment locker and tried to get a view 
inside; he hadn't yet decided what he was going to do, but it would be 
very loud and startlingly sudden. He was determined to make the 


Alpha Beta Theta Brothers choke on their letters, at least for one 
brief shining moment. 

It was too late to catch them in there. They had really done it, too. 
What kind of satisfaction could they get out of trashing defenseless 
athletic equipment? He didn't have to ask; it was one of the most 
basic criminal drives; one of the most basic combinations of criminal 
drives—the pristine compulsion to destroy mixed to overflowing with 
a cathartic explosion of revenge. They were wreaking payback on 
Radish for this afternoon, when he had unwittingly but undeniably 
"given up" the Brothers to The Man. Radish wished he had never 
made the damn phone call; it was the call of a marginally functional 
moron. 

He wondered where the Bleary Blanksters had wobbled to, to 
continue their carnage. The locker light flickered and he thought of 
the generators. The Phelps generators were old and cantankerous 
and if anyone tried to prank with them they would like as not prank 
right back, as only a few thousand volts can. Radish almost hoped for 
it; but he didn't really; but he didn't run over to the power plant to 
save them, either. He noticed that the treatment room door handle 
was embedded in the wall behind it, and that the door was no longer 
with us. That he couldn't clean up. But what they had forgotten, the 
savages, was that Radish got paid by the hour, and all this really 
meant to him was a little more leeway on his summer earnings. More 
time to laze around the Himalayas and puke his guts out and watch 
the sun go down. (He had to motivate himself somehow.) 

He reluctantly picked up a piece of a crewing oar and turned slowly 
around a couple of hundred degrees wondering what to do with it. 
Throw it in the garbage. This wasn't going to be so hard after all. A 
quiver of broken arrows. Garbage. A thoroughly broken football. 
Garbage. They were right up there with the Huns, these Greeks. 

Radish noticed that they had broken and strewn so much stuff that 
they didn't have room for it all on the locker floor; they had to pile 
the overflow in the treatment room. He thought he might as well 
start at the back and work his way out the door. He wasn't going to 
do it all now anyway; he'd stay an extra day, and call Courtney in an 
hour. One of the tennis nets would survive, after major surgery; 


Radish untangled it from the other two and began folding it, looking 
up into Clarence's defeated eyes. Clarence definitely belonged in the 
big pile. Radish screamed, but not for long. 

Screaming was a marginally functional idea. "It's happening. It's 
happening right here on this spot. I knew it would, if I stood in one 
place long enough. I knew it. Right here, now. The police, Clarence, 
quick!" 

Radish, a prudent fellow prone to think the worst, grabbed a 
baseball bat as he passed through the equipment locker. He ran out 
the door and across the floor of the gym, skipping as he tried to force 
his hand in his pocket without slowing down. By the time he had 
reached the pay phone he had come up with a dime, a nickle and two 
pennies; and a quarter (no, a Susan B. Anthony dollar). He lifted the 
receiver and deposited the dime in one fluid motion. The phone ate 
the dime in one heartless, all too familiar gulp. 

"No!" Radish didn't know why he said no. He lifted his baseball bat 
and vented a little payback himself; he tried to, but he was only one 
consumer. The phone didn't mind; it resonated for a second, but was 
otherwise unimpressed by Radish's explosion of revenge; he didn't 
find it cathartic. He tried to stuff his Susan B. into the quarter slot, 
but Radish knew as well as anyone what a Susan B. was good for. He 
left the ground as he let fly at the box one more time. Big deal, said 
the phone. The bat broke. 

It was good, in a way, the phlegmatic indestructibility. He had 
much too much sense to really bash it like that if he thought it might 
actually break; he told himself afterward. Don't stampede the herd, 
James, his father would say, it's only the apocalypse; jockey for 
position, try to get out in front of them. Radish dug out his trusty 
skeleton key as he dashed back over to the offices. He never kept it 
on his key ring because sometimes he locked his key ring inside 
things, and sometimes he lost it (not really, but convincingly). 

He worked the key into Coach Easterling's desk drawer and 
pumped it in and out and all around, jiggling and jolting and pulling 
and pushing. He was thinking about Clarence's remains and the 
brawn it must have taken to package them so economically; it 
certainly reduced the list of suspects. The lock wouldn't tumble. 


Radish had never had great success with his skeleton key, as much as 
he liked the idea of it; it took too much of a touch. He fell on the floor 
in front of the desk and pulled at the drawer until his fingertips were 
bleeding with splinters, forcing the tired old lock to its limit, 
growling furiously. 

He curled his fingers up over the end of the drawer and braced 
against the desk with his sneakers. The drawer came flying at his 
face, whizzing over his head and clattering against the treatment 
room floor, scattering pencils, condoms, paper clips, et cetera, all 
over Radish. Among etcetera was the obligatory loose change, and 
Radish greedily snatched it up, fleeing with two quick dimes. 

"Operator, this is an emergency!" he said, after the phone forgot to 
eat his last dime. "Connect me with the state police at Franklin, 
please." Let them tell Bogus Wheeley; it would save valuable hours. 

"Hallo?" 

"No. Operator! Operator!" 

"You looking to place a call to Honolulu, or you want to speak to 
the civil authorities?" 

Radish's morale was crushed, but there was no time to worry about 
morale. "Sheriff, this is James Radishinski; now I'm telling you my 
name as a sign of good faith; I know you're recording the 
conversation. There's been another murder out here at Phelps; no, I 
don't mean another murder; I mean a murder. A vicious, senseless... 
Sheriff, just listen to the tone of my voice, and please, please, come to 
the Jennulman Gymnasium, off Ablution at Carcinoma, right away. 
And call the state police." Radish caught his breath and waited 
impatiently. 

"I'm asleep right now, James, but I'll remember this when I wake 
up. You can count on that. You got you a dime, James?" 

"This is real life, Sheriff. There's a body." 

"Are you looking at it right now?" 

"Yes." Radish lied. "Sheriff, I have a potential seven-forty-seven all 
gassed up and ready to fly right here. All it needs is one more victim. 
Please, Sheriff, I beg you. I am not an irresponsible person, and I 
need police protection." 


"Didn't you utter words to that effect this afternoon when you 
called to chat?" 

"No." 

"I've got the tape right here. Shall we listen to it?" 

"Sheriff! I beg you for help! At least report my call to the state 
police. What more can I say?” Radish was gesturing wildly with the 
new Louisville Slugger he had grabbed on the way out of the 
equipment room; he was glad Wheeley was not in range; no he 
wasn't; of course he wasn't. 

"I'm waiting." 

"Please, hurry!" 

"If that's all the more you can say, I guess we could get off the 
phone," Wheeley yawned. 

"How long do you think it will take you?" 

"Oh, I'm already in the squad car. I'm barreling along Fourteen 
with the sirens all squealing, about to make that skid onto Ablution. 
You just hold your breath and I'll be right there." Wheeley 
disconnected and Radish sacrificed another bat on the altar of 
noncommunication. 

He ran back to the equipment locker to get a fresh weapon, and to 
give himself time to decide how best to proceed. How best to 
proceed. Safety. Alarm. Protection. A telephone. Courtney. 

He sprinted out of the gym and rounded the corner, rolling like a 
wheel toward the football field and Morpheus Hall. Don't stampede 
the herd, James. It sounded good, but his father didn't know. 


KEK 


He had heard it, but it was not the kind of music he listened to. It 
was beautiful. It held his attention; it swayed his head. He stood next 
to the doorway, feeling cold, trying to locate the sound; then 
forgetting and just listening. Sometimes it was loud, and sometimes 
it got lost in the wind. He started to move up the steps toward the 
light in the doorway. Then he saw a flash. 

A streak of moonlight against the goal posts, heading across field. 
He was hit; he went down. He heard the crowd and tasted the blood 


dripping down into his mouth. But soon he was clear, away from 
that, and just loping across the grass. His lungs rushed with the cold 
air and his eyes smiled with the exhilaration of his bounces. 

It was a man. A tall, little man. Banging. 

"Courtney! It's me, Radish! I'm sorry, but let me in, quick." He was 
panting, he was banging, he was consumed in his own noise. 
"Courtney, this is not presumptuous, this is life and death! Listen to 
my tone of voice!" 

The man turned. He seemed afraid; he seemed to have lost 
everything and to care about it very much. 

"Oh, God. What's that in your mouth?" He swung with his club. 
His club was gone. "I don't even get to wound you. This is the way 
the world ends. Not with a bang but a whimper. What do you get out 
of this?" 

He lifted the man's leg and neck and crashed him into a door. He 
felt more peaceful. He was curious enough to open the door and see 
what was inside. 


Chapter Fifteen 


Lisa cocked her head in pain, trying to keep playing, keep it 
moving. But the andante still sagged, she couldn't make it flow to 
save her life. She tried to console herself with the sure knowledge 
that no one in her audience tomorrow (today!) would even possibly 
be paying enough attention to notice, even if they had the ear to 
(which she thought probably only Mr. Cobalt did). But it bothered 
her. But this was her last time through, no matter what. 

She hadn't remembered about Dr. Reynolds until about an hour 
ago when she had heard the wind gusting through the lobby as 
somebody came inside. She had paused and looked out the narrow 
glass panel which ran the length of the practice room door, but the 
bright, semicircular Scaddorwidt lobby was still. She had been 
annoyed with herself when she remembered her invitation to him. 
She didn't have time for acquaintances tonight; music and Courtney 
filled her mind—mostly music. 

Sitting at the piano, thumping her way into the fortissimo of the 
last movement, she did not think of him often; only when some stray 
noise drifted through the pitiful insulation and broke her 
concentration. She would say she was sorry; she was sorry. She had 
said he should come before one-thirty, and she was sure it was past 
that now, so it wasn't such a bad thing to do. He would understand; 
or he would not understand. Either way, she was sure Courtney was 
looking at her watch by now, and this was her last time through and 
then she was going back to Morpheus and champagne and Dr. 
Reynolds wouldn't linger in her mind again at least until September. 
She heard the wind gust along the curve of the lobby and she was 
very distracted and tempted to get up and peer out through the glass. 
But she kept her fingers moving. Fortissimo. Then she made her 
worst mistake in an hour or more and she had had enough. She 
pounded the keyboard with discordant fortissimo and pulled the lid 
down over it. 

Peering out into the open space, she saw nothing. She pushed the 
practice room door open a crack and stuck her head out into the oval 


expanse. "Dr. Reynolds?" she asked. 

It was all silence. The dozen identical practice rooms which lined 
the curving walls were all dark. There were no footsteps. Lisa allowed 
the door to glide closed and she gathered her things together. She 
was very relieved that he hadn't shown up, she realized; she never 
liked saying no to anyone very much; she infinitely preferred just not 
being there at all. Then she heard a creak above her head, coming 
from Miklos Varvarin's sculpture studio. Then another; someone 
walking around. Lisa sighed. She saw Dr. Reynolds fluffing up the 
pillow and loosening his tie and she knew she couldn't just leave. He 
must have seen her light on. But she had said one-thirty; if she just 
quietly slipped out the door ... But that would be cowardly and mean, 
and Lisa didn't like to think that she was either of those things. But 
she hated saying no, especially breaking a plan. 

It couldn't be helped. She plodded her way up the stairs, swinging 
her bag and smiling, thinking about how reckless it was to stay up all 
night before her recital, before Courtney's exam. The recklessness 
would be half the fun; it would weld them together (so would the 
champagne, for that matter). Lisa was very good about not thinking 
about unpleasant things when they weren't happening, and there was 
nothing unpleasant about walking up the winding marble stairs; the 
view from the top was grand—muted shades of yellow and brown and 
gray. Scaddorwidt was her favorite building on campus, on the 
inside; Harkness was the loveliest from the outside, if you could call 
it a building. 

Her feet kept moving her forward and the uneasiness resurfaced in 
her mind. The door to Varvarin's studio was closed, but she could 
hear the rumblings and bumps inside. "Dr. Reynolds?" She said it in 
almost a whisper, and she blushed to herself, and then laughed. She 
was cowardly, whether she gave in to it or not. "Dr. Reynolds?" she 
spoke up. He always wanted her to call him Burt (she didn't know if 
it was his name or not). "Burt?" 

She turned the door handle. The studio was dark. Dr. Reynolds 
really liked the dark; Lisa liked it too. She felt a rush of sheep-eyed 
nostalgia for him, for them, just as she had that afternoon on the 
quad when that Frisbee caught him in the eye. They had passed some 


pleasant time right there in that studio, right there in the dark. He 
was a sweetie, a little lame, a little insistent and romantic sometimes, 
but she had no bad feelings toward him. But he took forever (and not 
just to be considerate); no, it was out of the question. She didn't want 
to. "Dr. ... Burt?" 

Light from the hallway spread over half the studio, but still Lisa 
could not make out the cot in the corner. The otherwise open floor 
space was covered with pedestals and busts and torsos and gnarled 
hands reaching up for God. She didn't know Varvarin well, but they 
had talked; he thought he would be proclaimed a Catholic saint one 
day; he thought he was a saint, and a martyr; and a genius. Lisa 
thought his work was... well, he had a very vague sense of anatomy. 

The room was silent, but Lisa knew he was waiting for her. 
Language was sometimes an irreparable intrusion, that was one of 
his favorite lines. "You're too late. I can't stay." He said nothing. She 
felt guilty. "I'm sorry." 

She walked over to the standing candelabra by the door and struck 
a match, lighting two of the candles. She was going to make things as 
gentle as possible; she had the power to soothe, and she knew it; she 
would make him laugh and then she would get on with her life. She 
closed the door and waded over toward the cot, taking it one step at a 
time until her eyes adjusted. "I waited just to say good-bye; I told you 
to get away earlier, didn't I? Now I'm just too sleepy." She yawned; 
she really did feel quite tired. 

In the flicker of the candles she saw that the cot was stripped and 
empty. Then there was a subdued, fading hiss, and then another, and 
the room became dark. Lisa laughed. "You can't change my mind. 
Just come give me a hug and a kiss and say good-bye, like a man of 
the world. I really can't keep my eyes open, and you know I have to 
keep up the strength in my hands for tomorrow. Turn on the light if 
you don't want candles." 

Lisa waited, standing there in the darkness, seeing only the vague, 
static shapes of the sculptures. She heard nothing; no footsteps, no 
breathing. Her guilt was giving way to impatience, and it made 
things much easier. "I'm very serious about this... Burt. You're 
wasting more time than I have. I could have not stayed at all, you 


know. But I wanted us to have a good-bye. Now be nice, before it's 
too late.” It was almost too late. "All right. Have a good summer. I 
hope you get everything you want. I'll send you a postcard." 

She made her way toward the crack of light under the door, 
bumping into two pedestals along the way. She was annoyed. She 
hoped she wouldn't send him a postcard, but she was sure she would. 
Just as she approached the door he took it upon himself to start 
acting like a grownup. She looked over toward his footsteps as she 
opened the door, making her face as stern as possible. 

The man approaching her was not Dr. Reynolds. He was a 
stranger, a sad giant with a crew cut. His eyes were sad as the light 
struck them. His hands were raised high above his head, lofting one 
of Varvarin's oversized busts. As the light struck Lisa's eyes, his grip 
faltered and the bust tumbled down behind him, thudding against 
his back before it smashed into pieces on the floor. His arms 
remained suspended above his head as he stood there, frozen, his 
breath falling on Lisa's cheek. There was a long silver blade clenched 
between his teeth; blood was trickling down his face from the places 
where the blade, turned inward, cut into the corners of his mouth. 

Lisa didn't scream; she didn't run. From where he was standing he 
could have easily bisected her between the door and the frame with 
one forearm smash if she had tried to slip through. He made two low 
noises, grunts, groans, Lisa could not interpret them; they weren't 
hostile. She smiled at him, tranquilly, trying to figure it out. She was 
frightened, but she felt utterly calm; maybe because it was so unreal; 
maybe because there was no point in anything else; maybe because 
as frightened and unhappy as she ever got, she was always soothed 
by an underlying sense of safety and wellbeing. "You've cut your 
lips," she said. 

He lowered one of his arms and grasped her shoulder. It occurred 
to her for the first time that he might try to rape her; it didn't stir her 
calm. "I..." he said. "I..." He bent his elbow and lowered his other 
arm past the blade handle, sliding it sideways out of his mouth; 
without breaking the stream of motion he eased it impassively into 
her right breast. 


Lisa felt the cold and heard a vibrating scrape as it glanced off one 
of her ribs and sunk past it. She looked at his face and she still felt 
safe. Then she felt a violent rush of sorrow, pity, mostly for herself; 
but it passed through her and away; she shrugged it off. She 
wondered if anything would happen next. She knew she would be 
dead soon, and she didn't really mind. 


Chapter Sixteen 


The hum of the fluorescent vending lights was the only sound, and 
they were the only lights. Courtney nibbled away at the core of an 
apple while she contemplated the endlessly pouring cup of hot 
chocolate; or maybe it was supposed to be the coffee; in real life, they 
were indistinguishable, opaque sludge. She shifted back on the slick 
plastic bench cushion; she had created a moist, sticky depression in 
the hermetic orange fiber. She wondered if Lisa was home yet; she 
wanted to make her wait (it wasn't very mature, she knew). And wait. 
She spit out a seed of the apple and tossed the core expertly into the 
trash can out at the vending island. She was looking forward to going 
home more than usual. She leaned back against the simulated wood 
panel, shifted her ass again on the plastic and listened to the 
refrigeration units and the fluorescent fixtures whine and hum. 

When she woke up she knew she was not alone in the room. But 
she was. She had been sitting in the lounge, reading To the 
Lighthouse. Mark Snape was sitting beside her, interrupting her 
every few lines with sales pitches about Alpha House; he wanted her 
to join, to become a pledge. He was whining, badgering her to join 
the Brotherhood, and she kept telling him to shut up and continue 
studying. He would study for a minute, and then interrupt her again. 
Then he started talking about sex, about Courtney, how beautiful she 
was and how he wanted to fuck her. Courtney just continued telling 
him to shut up and tried to keep reading her book, but Mark kept 
talking, becoming more and more sarcastic, and laughing. He was so 
loud and constant that Courtney put down her book and yelled at 
him to please shut up and continue studying or she was going to 
leave the lounge. Then he touched her and she became furious; she 
picked up her book and walked toward the door. Mark grabbed at 
her, laughing; he was in high spirits, but he was seriously trying to 
overpower her. She turned and struck him full force in the face. He 
let go of her and fell to his knees, clutching his face, which was 
bleeding; it was bleeding horribly from all over, soaking his hair and 
his clothing. For some reason Courtney jumped back onto the orange 


plastic bench and pressed herself against the wall, staring at Mark as 
she scrunched her body away from him. He was crying, and he 
walked on his knees over to the bench and laid his head down in 
Courtney's lap. She felt sorry for him, and guilty even though she 
didn't know how she could have hurt him that badly. She stroked his 
brow. 

Come home, Lisa, darling Lisa, all is forgiven, Courtney thought as 
she climbed out of the basement and trotted toward her room. She 
had dozed for an hour and it was about three; she had better be 
home. But Courtney checked herself by sadly reviewing the 
knowledge that some nights, any night, Lisa might not come home at 
all, no matter what had been said at six P.M. 

"Fuck," she said, as she mentally prepared herself for that 
eventuality. She had probably slept through Radish's call. She really 
didn't feel like being alone right now (because she was still vividly 
alone with Mark Snape). But it was just as well, it was the way she 
wanted it; about Radish. She really had no desire to start something 
heavy on the last day of the term; and she knew Radish well enough 
to suspect that anything would get pretty heavy. If it was a good 
idea... well, September is the best time in the world for a good idea. 

"Fuck," she said, continuing up the stairs. All the lights had gone 
off. She paused at the top of the stairs and waited for her eyes to 
adjust the moon was shining in pretty brightly), but before they 
could, the lights were back on. That had certainly been an empty, 
desolate feeling. She thought hers might well have been the only oh- 
fuck in the building; it was the only one she heard. Well, it was three 
A.M. 

She turned onto her hall and felt an immediate lull descend upon 
her qualms about the immediate future. Radish was standing in her 
open doorway, which could only mean that the ugly duckling was 
returned to the nest at last. "Evening!" she hailed. 

But as she got closer she saw that Radish was leaning through her 
open door, motionless. There were gaping bloody holes in both the 
door and his head; he looked like an Alphan idea of a good study 
break. She would have been much more pissed if she had been stuck 
with that door for any length of time. "Sneaking through a locked 


door, by James Radishinski." Courtney clapped twice, slowly. "Well, 
now there's a view-hole. This door always needed a view-hole.” She 
stepped right up to the door and admired the handiwork—it was just 
a mass of splinters, more than a few of which were sticking 
realistically out of Radish's forehead. "You the technical consultant 
on this, Swannie?" she shouted into the room. "Very good." 

It was the shape of his head and the puckered eye socket that 
finally gave him away. "Oh, Radish!" Closing her eyes, she gently 
grabbed hold of his shoulders and tried to lift him free and pull him 
back through to the outside. It took several straining maneuvers 
which left her winded. She slowly lowered him to the floor and ran 
into the room to get a pillow to prop up his head. She looked squarely 
at his face and then pressed down with all the weight of her body on 
his chest. Once, twice, three times, straining to detect any movement. 

She grabbed at the pulp of his nose and tried as best she could to 
cover his nostrils while she emptied her lungs into his bloody mouth. 
The air oozed in red bubbles around her fingertips. She pressed again 
down on his chest, feeling a tattered rib break off under her forearm. 
She felt herself starting to cry. 

"Is there anybody here? Can anybody hear me?" she shouted, but 
she knew that no one could. She left Radish and ran into her room. 

It was cold in the room. The wind blew papers around. She 
couldn't find the telephone. The door to the room slammed and 
Courtney instinctively dove behind Lisa's bed. Then there was only 
the sound of the wind whistling through the splintered hole. The 
window was wide open. Courtney jumped to her feet and ran over to 
it, sticking her head out. "Help me! Please! In three-fourteen! If 
anyone can hear me, please come help!" She slammed the window 
almost closed and walked over to the wall where the phone box was 
installed. She followed the cord through piles of debris and it was 
only then that she noticed that the room was partially ransacked. The 
cord ended in a few frayed strands of wire, under her bed. There was 
no telephone. Had Lisa come and gone? She couldn't have. 

What Courtney wanted more than anything was to go running to 
Percival, Radish's roommate. Percival was the most sensible, level- 
headed person in the world, but he was in Tucson. She would call 


him; she would have to call him, as soon as there was a moment. She 
knew that's where Lisa would have been, if she had come home, if he 
had been there. Oh, God, she was crying, running along the hall, 
banging on the locked doors. The pay phone in the lobby was 
temporarily out of service, always, and she didn't even stop there. 

Splashes of rain were pelting down, not very often; it was an 
almost-rain. The moon was clear through wisps of cloud and down 
the steep but brief Morpheus incline the campus spread dimly before 
her, except for the football field, which was pretty well lighted. The 
only motion she could see was the water falling and the trees 
swaying. She bent and rubbed her knee, which she had scraped she 
didn't know when or how; she had ripped her pants, but she couldn't 
tell whether she had broken the skin. Was it diving behind the bed? 
She had stumbled on the stairs. The tears were cold on her face and 
she swept her hands back to compose herself. 

There was no one Percival-thing to do. She roared down the incline 
and just ran across the grass, trying to physically spend herself, run 
away, and decide something all at the same time. Then she saw the 
white glint of the little electric car, parked way across the football 
field over on Carcinoma, in between the gym and the music and art 
building. She altered her trajectory to aim her directly at it; she was 
flying, lost in the rhythms of flight. 

She could see there was someone inside the Phelps Special; she 
assumed it was old Mitch; he was the only person she had ever seen 
riding in the car. She lost her stride when she remembered that 
Radish had designed the little car, when he was a freshman, with two 
seniors, engineering majors; there had been a great unveiling party. 
It was the first time she had ever really talked to Radish. 

"Mitch!" she was shouting before she reached the sidewalk 
pavement. "Mitch!" She could only see his shoulder. He was slumped 
over in the driver's seat. "Mitch!" She pounded on the closed 
window, but he didn't respond. She could smell the liquor through 
the window. "Mitch! A student has been killed! Will you wake up!" 
She pounded on the hood of the car, on the roof, she kicked the 
doors. She wanted to shake him with all her might. 


Finally she ran back onto the grass and approached a tree planted 
in the shade of the gym. She scanned the dirt around the tree with 
her feet and her eyes and her hands and at last she kicked into a 
medium-sized stone. She ran back over to the electric car and, with 
the stone pressed into her palm, she smashed into the window of the 
vehicle with her full momentum, cracking the glass, but not breaking 
a hole in it. Damn you, Radish! Trust you to design something that 
won't break. 

She raced back onto the grass and procured a good sized stick. She 
wedged it into a small crack on the other window and pried and pried 
until gradually it gave enough for her to reach her arm inside and 
unlock the door. Mitch slumped out half onto the street. A bottle of 
Old Granddad clattered against the doorframe and smashed on the 
asphalt; it was practically empty anyway. Courtney got her wish; she 
shook Mitch with all her might, she screamed at him, she pleaded 
with him, and finally she accepted the fact that even if she could 
possibly inspire him to semiconsciousness he wouldn't be able to 
help her at all. She left him sitting in the driver's seat, leaning against 
the asphalt of Carcinoma Street with a silver hip flask clutched in his 
hand. 

Courtney heaved up the steps of Scaddorwidt, even though she had 
very little hope that Lisa would still be there; she had probably met 
someone. She could be anywhere. "Lisa!" she called into the bright, 
oval lobby. Her voice echoed up the swirling staircase and down 
along the halls. The practice rooms along the oval were all darkened 
and silent. Courtney ran, panting and hopeless, up to the room which 
held Lisa's favorite piano, but it was empty. Of course it was empty, it 
was dark and silent. She turned on the light, just because it was 
something to do, and she spotted two apple cores in the garbage can. 
She was Sure this was the room she had been in. 

So great! she moaned, slapping off the light switch, standing there 
in the dark, thinking, doing nothing. She had spent all her change in 
the vending machines, so there wasn't even any point in finding a 
public phone. She could break into an office upstairs; but she didn't 
know how. There must be people around the people in her 
Bloomsbury course. Jane Queller; she had no idea where she lived. 


Jeffrey Benton; off campus, somewhere. That Epstein kid, who loved 
all the books even more than she did. 

Then she thought she heard something; a door closed. She stepped 
out of the practice room and looked around. "Lisa?" she whispered. 
Oh, please, Lisa, she said to herself, hating her for being so fucking 
and consistently unreliable in all things. She raced toward the front 
door with very little clear in her mind. 

Then she heard "Chopsticks" behind her, being played slowly with 
one finger. She stopped and burned, hating her even more, and 
turned, but the tune stopped. "Chopsticks"; she thought this was a 
joke. "Chopsticks" was Lisa's cutesy, perfumed way of saying fucking. 
Lisa couldn't say fucking, or she said it only rarely. When she came 
back from bumping bodies with some pathetic loser she would 
always just say, "Oh, we played 'Chopsticks' for a while; and then I 
left." Lisa was a fucked-up slut. 

"Radish is dead, in case you care! Did you think I came to get you 
just to drink your stupid champagne? Radish is dead! He was killed 
in our room. Come out here and talk to me!” she screeched. 

Nothing. She couldn't believe it. She was shaking with rage and 
contempt. She ran over toward where the sound had seemed to come 
from and flung open one of the doors. She switched on the light, 
planning to kick her hard if she was lying on her back; but the room 
was empty. She backed out of the room and grabbed the handle of 
the next practice room. Before she could switch on the light she saw 
the shadowed torso of an immense and powerful man, holding a 
sharp but rusty dagger in his hand. Her own hand was halfway to the 
light switch before she jerked back, staggering hard onto her bracing 
arm. She never lost her footing and already had the front door open 
before she heard him lumbering after her across the floor. She didn't 
turn to look back. 

Her legs had never felt like this before; like a generator rotating 
monotonously, responding to the measureless push of a surging 
river. She had been on the field hockey team in high school, and they 
had run miles of laps, much further each day, she was sure, than she 
had run tonight. But she had never experienced this level of athletic 
exhilaration; never. She didn't want to stop; she had no reason to; 


she wasn't tired and she didn't know where she was going. She 
figured she would run out onto Fourteen and into town. But then she 
stumbled, she lost her stride, and she felt her legs faltering; they 
didn't give way beneath her, but Courtney was frightened of that. She 
was frightened. 

She saw the glint of a windshield as she was passing the cafeteria. 
There was a van parked in the alley by the trash. Courtney pushed 
the button and it depressed. She climbed into the van. It smelled of a 
fresh, homemade pomander orange on the dashboard. The key was 
not in the ignition. She felt under the seat; she quickly felt 
everywhere that she could feel, but there was only soggy bones and 
other garbage. She cursed herself as she climbed out, remembering 
Mitch and the famous electric car, which she had left on the other 
side of the campus. She could have been back with the police already. 
She didn't think she had the strength to run back there; or the lack of 
brains. There was a tremendous killer somewhere between her and 
there, with a strong left arm and a long, crusted knife. 

She was about to run on when she noticed that one of the cafeteria 
windows was open a crack. That was enough. In a minute she was 
scuttling among the stacked chairs and tables, the window safely 
locked behind her. She found a spot, a cave under four tables 
clustered in a corner, piled with inverted chairs, their backs hanging 
down over the table legs. Courtney worked her way under and 
sprawled on her back, relaxing, gasping as quietly as she could. 

She thought about morning; about sleeping; about Mark Snape. 
She would have become an Alpha Brother in a minute right then, if 
they would only give her a little party. Alpha House was miles out 
Ablution, past the Seven-Eleven. She would never make it. Radish 
didn't make it. Courtney and Radish would never, ever make it. 

She was jarred back to red alert by the shattering of glass, the 
pushing aside of glass, somewhere in the cafeteria. Courtney was 
glad. Something had to get done; she couldn't just go to sleep. She 
thought of a fire alarm. She crawled along the floor on all fours, 
moving with a natural grace which astonished her; it was inhuman. 
She heard the glass crunch and the thud of entrance. Dimly, out of 


the corner of her eye, through a cubist haze of furniture, she saw him 
working his way silently along a wall; but she didn't turn to look. 

She passed behind a salad bar and slunk through a swinging 
aluminum door. Through the door was the stairway leading to the 
kitchen. Courtney stretched her legs down the steps and rose to her 
feet, sighing. She was sure there would be a fire alarm in the kitchen. 
She turned and sighed again to see that the swinging door, maybe it 
was even steel reinforced, had a good sturdy lock. She turned it, 
tested it, and padded quietly down into the kitchen. 

She could see perfectly, and she knew just what to do; what 
Percival would do, what anyone would do. She spotted the fire alarm 
right away next to a wall of stoves. She pulled it twice and then 
yanked it as hard as she could; she had no idea whether it was 
working or not. It certainly didn't sound any alarms on the premises. 
The only alarm Courtney heard was the door at the top of the stairs 
being rattled and rattled, but not off its hinges yet. 

She spotted a glassed-in office; the dietitian's office, she guessed; 
she didn't care. She had never been in the kitchen before. It didn't 
interest her. She plowed through vats of utensils, extracting a ladle 
and a carving knife, both industrial strength. She didn't know if she 
could stab anyone, even to save her own life; she could shoot this 
rattler—she would like to shoot him, and go to sleep. But she didn't 
know about stabbing. She knew about crashing soup ladles through 
enclosed office windows, and she did it, reaching a black telephone. 

"The number you have dialed, nine, is the off-campus exchange 
and is not accessible at this time from class Z-sixteen retail units. 
The number you have dialed, nine, just nine, is not accessible from 
your telephone. Please hang up and dial again; or, if you've already 
done that, ask the campus operator for assistance. This recording 
will not be repeated, unless you dial again." 

"Have a good day," Courtney said, and quickly dialed o. The 
banging and rattling from the door upstairs had trailed off into 
complete silence by now. She wiped her knife against her shirt, just 
to feel it. She didn't know if she could stab anyone or not, but she 
wanted it to be a fair experiment if the time ever came. 


The campus night operator rang and rang. Or rather his phone 
rang and rang. He was still there, in his way, wherever he was. 
Courtney had called to get the number of the English department one 
July night, and he was there even then. But where he was, and how 
he spent the lion's share of his time, Courtney had no idea. She had 
discussed it with several of her friends. You could call at four in the 
morning on the last day of exam week, when no one wanted any 
information at all, and it would take him ten minutes to pick up. 
Courtney had tried him on several occasions over the years when she 
had become so irritated waiting for him to pick up that she had just 
had to hang up on him when he finally did. She wasn't going to do 
that tonight, though, and she wished he wouldn't tempt her. She 
wished he wouldn't torture her, even though it seemed to be the 
order of the day. 

Then, through one of the office windows she hadn't broken, she 
saw him condensed bonelessly into a tiny dumbwaiter, lowering 
himself into the kitchen. Courtney tossed the phone receiver aside 
and bolted out the office door, squeezing blood out of her fingertips 
around the knife handle. She saw his arms unwinding, his legs 
emerging and shaking. He didn't seem to see her. She cocked her 
arm back as she ran at full silent tilt, letting it lunge forward with all 
the extra strength her five-foot seven could deliver the second he 
came in range. 

She heard it. She felt nothing, her hand was numb, but she heard it 
slide into his center, imagined the knife hole widening inside him. 
Her legs, not totally rested, quivered and she stumbled; but she had 
already lost the knife handle anyway, so it didn't really matter. He 
was Silent. She felt nauseated, leaning against the sink, within a yard 
of him. She thought of Radish and vomited some stinging, bitter 
apple into the sink. Finally she made herself look at him. 

He was still half inside the dumbwaiter, sitting with his feet in the 
sink. She saw him reach in and pull the knife out of his stomach, 
wiping it on his pants. He wasn't even breathing heavily. That was all 
Courtney had time for. 

The doors leading out to the alley, the van, the open space, were 
chained and padlocked. She heard him coming now, fast; the death 


blow had only made him a little heavier on his feet. Well, that 
couldn't hurt, she thought. She only had one direction to go in, that 
wasn't his direction; she was coming to appreciate it when things 
were easy like that. But it only went on for a few feet, a short passage 
leading to the freezer and the meat locker. She opened the meat 
locker and didn't want to go inside. It was utterly dark inside; there 
was nothing to see but she would feel better if she could see it. She 
found the light switch on the wall outside and heard the thudding of 
his steps closing in. She turned on the light. Then she turned it off 
and turned on the freezer light, rushing into the meat locker and 
slamming the door behind her. 

It was basic black inside, nothing for her eyes to adjust to. To 
occupy her mind she began to delicately stroke the air and move her 
left foot slowly along the wall. It was deep, and empty, until her leg 
brushed against something which her eager fingers identified as a 
large wooden mallet. She heard the distorted echo of his footsteps 
through the refrigerator wall. They came to a halt and Courtney 
raised the mallet high, inching her way back toward the front. She 
was holding her breath, hoping that the level of logic she was 
counting on would prevail (one deduction more or less on his part 
and she was up Shit Creek with a mallet). 

She heard the loud clicking whoosh of the freezer door opening 
and she actually felt elated. She pressed herself against the front of 
the meat locker and counted seven Mississippi; then she slowly, 
quietly pulled the locker handle and violently, desperately 
shouldered the door open. She ran out and grabbed the freezer door, 
pushing it in front of her foot and kicking it closed. But he was there 
too fast, his knuckles wrapped around the outside of the door. 
Courtney rocked back on her anchored foot and sidearm-hammered 
the knuckles like they were fresh veal. The hand withdrew and she 
felt as if she really might have made an impression. She was able to 
slam the door shut and grab the huge bolt lock chained to the wall 
nearby. She threaded the bolt through the eyes of the locking plates. 
She even got her hand free in time to avoid the sting of his impact 
against the door. He banged three times, savagely, and then gave up. 


She got him. She did it. That freezer wasn't getting torn open any 
time soon. She kicked her mallet aside and turned away. She was 
pleased that she hadn't hung up the phone. The night crawler might 
have even answered by now. She flicked off the light in the freezer as 
she walked back toward the dietitian's office. 

Then she heard a click and she turned to see the meat locker 
opening. That was all she had time for. She was up the stairs and out 
the steel-reinforced aluminum door (she had liked it better on the 
way down), out the broken window, and back heaving into the night. 
She turned the corner of the cafeteria and ran onto the quad. There 
were some freshman dorms on the quad and Courtney couldn't 
decide which was the seven and which was the six about yelling for 
help or not. 

She made her way toward Alchemy Hall thinking that possibly, 
just maybe, Lisa might be upstairs in Dr. Reynolds's office. She 
paused for a second under a tree just outside Alchemy, staring up at 
the second floor. It was dark and deserted (big news), but she didn't 
even know which side his office faced. Then she heard him 
lumbering close behind her and she decided that there was 
absolutely nothing to be lost by yelling her head off, as long as she 
kept running at the same time. 

"Someone call the police! There's a big fire! Fire! Call the police!" 
She couldn't say she was being chased by a maniac with a knife. No 
one would care. "Fire! Call an ambulance!" She stumbled over 
something but kept right on striding, right on screaming, "Fire! 
Morpheus Hall is on fire! Call the volunteer fire department!" 

She passed someone tied to a tree. Gary, his head to one side, half- 
fallen off his shoulder. She couldn't stop; she didn't want to stop. She 
didn't notice it, but she did stop screaming, and just ran, lost in her 
stride. The gate beyond Toothy Hall was locked, but she managed to 
climb it and land on the other side in five united, unthinking 
movements. She couldn't get over being impressed about how she 
was doing things like that. He was only yards behind her, but she 
began to relax as she crossed Parapsychology Drive. She thought 
about the freezer being connected to the meat locker on the inside, 


and she was sure if she had found the connecting door she would 
have been able to lock it; if she had thought to look. 

She zigzagged onto Gloriosa Street without thinking about it at all. 
She didn't hear him behind her, she wasn't listening, she wasn't 
thinking about it. She was breathing and moving forward, toward 
refuge. She felt her thighs for keys as she approached, but the Tower 
door was swinging free; she went inside anyway. 

Courtney leaned back against the oak door, but it wouldn't click 
shut, the mechanism had finally given out. High above her head she 
saw the black silhouettes of the steeple beams and her bells against 
the shifting violet clouds. He wouldn't find her in here, she thought, 
when he finally crossed her mind. She staggered into the pile of 
mattresses at the base of the fire pole; they reeked of piss; she had 
never noticed that before; she rolled sideways against the pile and 
leaned back, staring straight up into the open expanse of the shaft; 
the five landing railings striped the top of her visual field. 

The oak door creaked and pushed open about a foot; the wind 
rushed down through the Tower and the door creaked closed, 
bouncing against its jamb. Courtney took her weight off the 
mattresses and stood facing the door. If he had walked in right then 
he would have been fifteen feet in front of her. She turned and 
walked deeper into the Tower, under the shelter of the landings, the 
protection of the dark shadows they cast. She breathed slowly and 
fully, expanding her lungs as deep into her chest as they would go 
and then gradually collapsing them with the force of her diaphragm 
until she couldn't push any harder, and then she pushed harder, 
driving every cubic inch of stale air out so she could relax and pull 
down again, filling herself with fresh life. 

She turned and turned up the spiral stairs, trying to keep the iron 
from reverberating, but nothing could do that. She dismounted onto 
the first landing and began to look around. She wasn't very familiar 
with the lower reaches of the Tower and she hoped... she didn't know 
what. She hoped to find a weapon. The first landing was used as a 
storage space—that's all the college had used the Tower for in a 
decade. It was cluttered with plastic covered office furniture and 


rows of musty, rusted old filing cabinets. Courtney couldn't find 
anything she could lift, let alone wield. 

She walked to the edge of the railing and stared down the twenty 
feet to the ground. The door creaked and she saw his massive white 
knuckles sliding inside. It had to happen; she didn't know why it 
made her feel anything. She pressed herself against the side of the 
Tower, leaning slightly back from the railing, watching him listen for 
her, the knife glinting in his hand. There was a delicacy, a sensitivity 
to his stalking which struck Courtney as incongruent with his 
tremendous bulk. He was Radish's dream, she thought, come from 
his mind to haunt everyone; she felt a flash of hatred for Radish and 
creeped backward on the landing, out of view from the ground. She 
knew she wasn't out of auditory range, though; she wouldn't be, 
anywhere inside; but the stealth and sensitivity to surfaces which had 
possessed her body remained, and she threaded her way noiselessly 
amongst the rotting wood and papers. 

She was a little carried away by the feeling that she had entered 
some kind of a state of grace, but it was true; it wasn't a delusion or a 
psychotic break with reality. For example, she was sure that if she 
placed a hand or a foot on the spiral stairs, with the ethereal touch of 
a hummingbird's wing, it would make an unavoidable cast-iron 
racket; so she passed it right by and continued on to the back wall. 

The old stone steps were really in fine shape down here, solid and 
reliable. After a few tentative steps she began padding up at a pace 
she might have considered reckless, if she had been thinking about it, 
but she was totally silent. Then she heard the clomping of his feet as 
they mounted the cast iron and she did give her speed of movement 
serious consideration; she picked it up. 

The second landing looked, in the dark, very much like the first. It 
was still not Courtney's turf and she didn't even pause before 
continuing up. Her mind was working ahead, scanning the fourth 
landing and the fifth for something she could pick up and stop him 
with. She had serious doubts that she was going to come across 
anything more effective than a kitchen knife, or even a pounding 
mallet, but she didn't find it helpful to think about that. She felt a 
stone give ever so slightly under her foot and she made note of the 


fact that she was going to have to slow down and start paying 
attention for structural defects. 

The third landing was the barest of all. Courtney scanned the floor 
as she passed it was covered with dust and blown leaves and bird 
droppings. There was a black hole in the rotting wood to the right of 
the spiral stairs where a student had fallen through during the 1968 
ROTC riot (that was when the school had abandoned the top of the 
Tower). Courtney had to step over a mildewed pile of newspapers 
spread on the steps above her and she made her first noise a small 
chunk of mortar fell onto the landing below; one short splat, but she 
was sure he had heard it (she had heard it). 

He was still climbing steadily; the metal spiral clattered and 
creaked from the steeple to the ground. It didn't matter whether he 
had heard or not; he was coming after her. On the fourth landing, 
Courtney thought of dashing over to the spiral stairs and continuing 
up them; the stones were really becoming too crumbled to try to 
climb. But she knew if she did that she would run right into his arms; 
his arms, hell; she would run right into his phallic symbol. 

The main feature of the fourth landing was the old scaffolding. 
Courtney rushed over to it and wondered how she could use it to her 
advantage; it was pretty skeletal, it wouldn't really conceal her. She 
wasn't convinced that anything would conceal her. She picked up a 
two-foot length of two-by-four because it was the first bludgeon she 
had come across, but Radish's monster would only use it to pick her 
sinews out of his teeth. She saw the top of his head circling slowly 
around, rising to her level. She backed silently toward the side wall, 
clutching the two-by-four. His head circled above her, but he didn't 
continue up to the fifth landing. He stood there, listening, as the cast 
iron faded into silence. Courtney pressed her head sideways against 
the wall and closed her eyes, trying momentarily not to exist. Then 
she heard him plod along, hesitantly, up. 

She opened her eyes and saw out the stained-glass window that the 
violet sky was paling. A small R.V. camper puttered by on 
Parapsychology Drive and Courtney thought about Big Sur and her 
favorite stretch of beach down around Carmel. She didn't feel sad 
any more than she felt anything else, but tears rolled down her 


cheeks. The R.V. paused opposite Toothy Hall and its lights went off. 
It was getting to be morning. She heard two horn blasts and a huge 
man in a green down vest and a baseball cap jumped out of the cab 
holding a steaming Thermos. Courtney's eyes weren't very strong, 
usually, but the man must have been two hundred yards away from 
her and she could still make out his face. She had seen it before, but 
that didn't matter. She looked over and saw the silver tip of the knife 
disappearing up and around as the stealthy feet circled toward the 
landing above her. 

She flexed the tendons in her left arm and whirled to crash the 
two-by-four into the amber and red image of some two-bit saint. Yet 
another window shattered and Courtney screamed while there was 
time. 

"Help me! Up in Harkness Tower. A man is trying to kill me... to 
rape me! Get the police! Please help me!" 

The man looked right up at her and reacted immediately, reaching 
for something inside his camper, and galloped toward the Tower. 
Unfortunately, Radish's monster seemed to have heard her too; he 
was halfway down to her already. It took her three leaping strides to 
push herself off and scramble onto the scaffolding. She climbed and 
dipped and turned and threaded her way through the network of 
supporting rods and beams, until she was pretty close to the heart. It 
reminded her of her childhood romps through the jungle gym in 
Golden Gate Park; she hadn't lost her stride yet. 

The killer stood swaying within feet of her, but she wasn't so easy 
to get to for a man his size; not right away. He began snapping and 
tearing away the rods and beams which separated them. The 
scaffolding shuddered. He was holding the knife grotesquely in his 
teeth while he ripped at the metal. 

"You better run!" Courtney shouted at him. She didn't see what 
harm it could do. She climbed higher and felt the scaffold shudder 
again, all around her. Once she was at the top, she made her way 
forward until she was just above his head. 

He looked up at her and reached. She swiped at him with her two- 
by-four and he yanked it from her grasp, but she was still slightly out 
of his reach. There was blood streaming from his mouth. He grasped 


the scaffolding to climb up to her and she stepped back from the 
edge. The metal frame began to tremble and then it crashed down on 
top of him, throwing Courtney to the ground within inches of her 
two-by-four. The killer was momentarily tangled in a mass of metal, 
but that wouldn't last long. 

Courtney bounded for the spiral stairs and raced up them, but 
before she reached the fifth landing she felt his hand closing around 
her ankle. She lost her stride. She turned to bash at the hand, but her 
first blow with the two-by-four struck her roundly in the shin and 
hurt more than anything had so far. Her second blow landed on his 
fingers, but they didn't give. 

"Freeze that hairy ass or I'll have it stuffed and mounted!" 

He had the knife in his hand, reaching toward Courtney, but he 
paused to look down at the sound. Courtney saw the man in the 
down vest staring up from the third landing, aiming a powerful bow 
and arrow up the stairs. 

"I was going after deer, but I'm sure you'll taste just fine if I boil 
you up for a few days in some burgundy wine with carrots. Take your 
hand off that girl. You all right, little girl?" 

Courtney wished he had gone for the police. No she didn't. She was 
not all right. The killer looked down at her defender and resheathed 
his knife between his teeth. He loosened his grip on Courtney, but he 
didn't let her go; he just slid his hand further up her leg, looking 
tauntingly down. 

The hunter stretched his bow with superhuman strength and fired 
a glistening arrow unerringly upward, directly at the monster's face. 
But he was a monster. Before Courtney could exhale he reached his 
free hand out with lightning reflexes and caught the arrow by its 
shaft, the razor tip inches from his eyes. He snapped the arrow in 
half with a gentle pressure from his thumb and threw it back down 
the stairs. 

This only enraged the crazy hunter. Maybe he wasn't crazy. He was 
huge, and perhaps as powerful as any man. He threw his quiver and 
bow onto the landing and began to race up the stairs, his arms fully 
extended, roaring malignantly. 


The murderer withdrew his hand from Courtney's ankle and wiped 
it on his shirt. He seemed unsurprised, unagitated. He was a pretty 
unagitated type of guy. Courtney didn't move. She wasn't in any 
immediate danger. "He has a knife!" she screamed, just in case the 
hunter had missed this key point. 

Whether he heard her or not, he didn't care. He rushed his 
adversary's legs and actually succeeded in lifting him off the stairs. 
Courtney backed up the stairs as the killer rose involuntarily toward 
her; he snatched the knife from between his teeth and lowered it, 
twisting it into the hunter's back. The hunter reeled backward and 
the killer jabbed him twice in the chest, once lower, but he wouldn't 
go down. He rocked forward and enveloped the assassin in a bear 
hug. They thundered against the cast-iron stairs and then staggered 
across the landing. 

Courtney couldn't watch. There was nothing she could do and she 
knew this struggle could only end one way. It was a stupid way to die. 
He should have gone for the police. He should have gone hunting 
with a damn gun. She scrambled up onto the fifth landing and ripped 
open the carillon keyboard. What should she play? She pounded out 
a few notes of "Helter Skelter" listening to her bells resounding 
rousingly, before she decided that it wouldn't work. She couldn't 
stand there long enough. She grabbed the few dollars out of her 
pocket and folded them repeatedly, using them to wedge down the 
key of her favorite bell, Big Mother, causing her to chime repeatedly. 

She ran to the edge of the landing and saw her protector, and half 
the fourth floor railing, tumbling down through the shaft of the 
Tower. The sound he made when he gushed on the ground wailed 
over Big Mother's pleas for help. It was the first time Courtney had 
ever seen anyone die and she hoped it wouldn't be the last. 

He would be there in a minute. There was nothing to do but keep 
running until she found a way to stop him, which she had time to 
execute. Maybe she would meet more people now that the sun was 
coming up. She didn't hope for that; they would be joggers and floor 
sweepers. She heard him on the stairs as she hobbled along the 
railing toward the fire pole. She had really bashed her shin. Then she 


went down. She didn't stumble, she sank into the rotted wood, past 
her knee. 

She saw him coming and she propelled her weight into her feet 
with all her might, trying to force her whole body down through the 
floor to the landing below; but the floor wasn't that rotted. Only her 
leg sank, deeper. She could get it out, but there wasn't time. He was 
on her, his knife twitching and dripping. She tried to shield herself 
with the two-by-four; just because it was something to do. "I won't 
forget this!" she warned him, closing her eyes. 

Then she heard the flutter of wings above her and she felt no pain. 

After a second she couldn't help but look up. There was Clorox, 
fluttering down to check things out, mesmerizing the startled killer. 
Courtney grabbed the two-by-four with both hands and rammed it 
forward into the golem's balls, if he had any balls; he staggered back 
a few paces. Courtney extracted her leg and continued toward the fire 
pole. She literally flew over the railing (like a ballerina or a football 
player; she was really something) and crashed painfully into the 
aluminum pole, wrapping her arm around it and letting gravity 
whisk her away. 

The rush of the air, the shifting fluids in her body, she felt escaped. 
But she opened her eyes and found herself swinging her feet 
sideways; one foot caught against a railing and she heard her big toe 
snap. She applied both her hands to the pole, blistering them with 
friction burns, but stopping herself in the air, yes. She swung her 
body over the railing and crawled around on the landing floor. It was 
the third landing, yes. She trembled and whimpered as quietly as she 
could, mostly from the physical strain. She found the hunter's 
abandoned bow. And the quiver of arrows; she grabbed it frantically 
and pulled one out, limping back to the railing with it. 

She heard steps above her; noises, anyway. She heard a hand 
squeaking on the fire pole. She heard Big Mother peel. She braced 
the arrow on the railing and steadied it with all her weight, angling it 
in toward her face. She heard the railing jangling above her. She 
heard Big Mother peel. She heard the whoosh of his slide and hoped 
for the best. There was no way to figure it out; Courtney couldn't, 
anyway; she just pressed the tip out with her thumbs, bracing the 


shaft against the railing with her chest so it wouldn't slip off; she had 
to crouch to get what seemed like the best position. 

The mass fell past her and she saw, heard, and felt the impact as 
the tip caught him under the chin. The arrow snapped in two. She 
saw his eyes. He grabbed at her; he kept falling. She stood and 
watched him veer away from the pole, falling free, missing the 
mattresses at the bottom by a yard or more. The noise. That was that. 
That was that. 

Courtney bothered to hobble up to the fifth landing and set Big 
Mother free. She looked for Clorox, but she didn't see him right 
away. She spiraled down to the fourth landing. It hurt; her leg really 
hurt. She made it over to the railing and slid down onto the 
mattresses below. 

She lay on the pile for a while, looking up at the white sky, 
listening to the morning birds. It was overcast. It was over. 

She eased herself down to the ground, looking up the silent shaft 
of the Tower. One of Clorox's wing feathers came wafting down. She 
waited for it, picking it out of the air and sticking it behind her ear. 
The hunter and the killer both lay face-down; almost identical hulks, 
except for the spattered down vest. The thin silver shiv, with its 
ornately worked gold and copper handle, lay in between the two 
bodies. 

She was moving toward the knife already, fascinated, when she felt 
fingers brush against her ankle; they trembled and Courtney placed 
her leg within their grasp. The hand was tightening around her ankle 
as she picked up the knife and plunged it squarely through his back 
and into his heart, pumping it and twisting it until it hurt her hands 
too much to continue. Then she pushed it down until she heard it rip 
through the front of his shirt. 

She wiped her hands on his gray sweatshirt and pried his limp 
fingers from her leg. Making her way out of the Tower, the daylight 
blinded her for a minute; she shielded her eyes. In the distance, 
mingling with the birds, she heard a police siren. She shook her 
head; she was all right. She walked off into the morning to find Lisa 
and cry in her arms. 


